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Job chap. 35. ver. 10, 11, 


Where ts God wu Maker, who giveth Songs bn 
the night ? 

Who _ h us more then the beaſts of the 
earth, and maketh ts wiſer then the fouls 


of heaven | ? 
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London, Printed for Henry Crips, and Lode 
wick Lloyd, next tothe Calle in Cormbith, 
and in Popes-head Alley. 1655» 
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Authoris (de ſe) Emblema: 


S$$$ -::4 [ti, fateor, ſine vulnere ſapins,c me 

p T 4 (onſelt voluit Vox, ſine voce, frequen;, * 

$$$ Ambrvit placido divinior aura meatu, | 

Et fryſtra ſantto murmure premonuit i & 

Surdzus eram, mutuſq, Silex : Tu,(quanta tworum 3 F 
(ura tibieſt 1) alia das renoware via, 

Permntas ( uram : Jamg, irritatus Amorem 
Poſſe e945, e& vim, Vi. ſuperare para, 

Acceats propior, molemg , , ++ Saxea rumpis 
Pectora, fit; Caro, quod fuit ante La pis 

En lacir:m ! Coloſq; twos ardentia tandem 
Fragmenta, & /iqnidas ex Adamante genay, 

Sic oltm rtndantes Petras, Scopu lolq; Vomentes 
Curaſti, O popult providus uſq. tur ! 

Onan miranda tibi manu; ef? | Moriendo, revixi 
Et tractas jam ſum ditior mer OPEsS, I 


The Dedication. 


| ' Y God,thou that didſt dye for me, 
: Theſe thy deaths fruits I offer thee, 
; 4 Death that to me was life, and light 


" Bur darke, and deep pangs to thy fight, 
- 7 Some drops of thy all-quickning bloud y gh 
2 Fell on my heart, theſe made it bud 
4 And pur forth thus, though, Lord, before 
I The ground was curs'd, and void of flore. 
$ Indeed, I had ſome here to hire 
Thich lone refifted thy defire, 
FT hat fton'd thy Servants, and did moye 
MH o have thee murther'd for thy Love, 
Bur, Lord, I have expell'd them, and fo bene 
Zeove thou would(li take thy Tenants Rear, 
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Silex Scintillans, &c. 


$$$ 


Os . 


L i, 


Regeneration, | 


2&0, Ward, and till in bonds, one day 
I ftole abroad, 
Ss It was high-(} 5 and all the way —- 
: Primyos'd, and hung with ſhade ; 
Yer, was it froſt within, 
And ſurly winds 
Blaſted my infant buds, and finne 
Like Clouds ecclips'd my mind. 


Storm'd thus ; : I trai % rerceiv'd my ſprin 
4 ibn ſtage, and My : 
y walke a monſtrous, mountain'd thin 

Rough-caſt with Rocks, and {now ; 
And as a Pilgrims Eye 
Far from reliefe, 
eaſures the melancholy skye 
; Then drops, and rains for griefe, ! 
, $0 figh'd I upwards ne at laſt 
1 "Twixc ſteps, and falls 
reach 'd the pinacle, where plac'd 
I found a paire of ſcales, 
I rooke them up and layd 
In th'one Jate paines, 
T he other ſmoake, and pleaſures weigh 'd 
: Bur prov'd the heavier graines ; 


& 4+ 

F/ ith thar, ſome cryed, Away ; ffraighr I 

Obey'd, and led 

1 Eaft, a faire, freſh fell could ſpy 
Some call'd it, Zacobs Bed ; 

A 4 


_— — 


3 Silex Scintillans 
A Virgin-ſoile, which no 
| Rude feet ere trod, 


Where ( fince he ſtepr there,) o 
— Prophets nad CL 


| 5. 

l Here, I repos'd ; bur ſcarſe well ſer, 

A grove deſcryed 

Of ftately height, whoſe branches mer 

| And mixt on every fide ; 
| I entred, and once in 
184 (Amaz'd to ſee't,) 
| Found all was chang'd, and a ncw ſpring 
[| Did all my ſenſes greer ; 
Il 


6. 
The unthrift Sunne ſhot virall gold 
A thouſand peeces, 
And heaven its azure did unfold 
Checqur'd with ſnowie fleeces, 
The aire was all in ſpice 
And every bu 
A garland wore ; Thus fed my Eyes 
| Bur all the Eare lay huſh. 


7. 

Only a little Fountain lenc 

Some uſe for Eares, 
And on the dumbe ſhades language ſpenr 
| The Muſick of her teares ; 

I drew her neere,and found 

The Cifterne full 
il Of divers ſtones, ſome bright, and round 
j . _* Others ill-ſhap'd, anddull, 


8. 

The firſt (pray marke,) as quick as light 
{ot | he Da rough the floud, 
| Bur, th'lat more _— the night -. 
|| | Nail'd ro the Center ſtood ; 
| I wonder'd much, burtyr'd 

Ar laſt with thought, 
My reſtleſs Eye thar ſtill deſir'd 
4 As ſtrange an obje& brought ; 


_— — — _— —- ——— —— 
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Or Sacred Poems, 


. 9. 

Tt was a banke of flowers, where I deſcried 

| (Though 'rwas mid-day,) 
Some faſt aſleepe, others broad-eyed 

And taking in the Ray, 

Here muſing long, I heard 

A ruthing wind 
* Which ſtill increas'd, but whence ir ſtirr'd 
Ne where I could nor find ; 
19, 
23 1 rurn'd me round, and to cach ſhade 
| Diſparch'd an Eye, 
7 To ſee, if any leafe had made 
3 Leaſt motiqn, or Reply, 
4 But while I liſtning ſoughe 
| My. mind to eaſe 
By knowing, where 'rwas, or where nor, 

It whiſper'd ; where I pleaſe. 


| Lord, then ſaid I, Oz me ane breath, 
And let me dye before my death ! 


Cant. Cap.s.ver 17. 
| Ariſe O North, and come thou South-wind , and blow 
4: pox my garden, that the ſpices thereof may flow out. 


Death. | 
"P14 Dialoone, 


-» oule. 


*T1s a fad Land, that in one day 
Hath dull'd thee thus, when dearth thall freeze 
Thy bloud to Ice, and thou muſt ſtay 
Tenant for Yeares, and Centuries, 
How wilt thou brook't > — 


Body 


GT IS wes 7” - 


 _— | ReſurreRion 


10 S:ilex Scintellan 


Body, I cannot tell,.—— 
Bur if all ſence wings not with thee, 
And ſomething ftill be left the dead, 
T'ie with my Curraines off ro free 
Me from fo darke, and fad a bed ; 


A neaſt of nights, a gloomie ſphere, 
Where ſhadowes oh. ny and the Cloud 
Sirs on the Suns brow all the yeare, 
And nothing moves without a ſhrowd ; 


Soule. Tis ſo : Bur as thou ſaweſt thar nighr 


WeetravelF d in, our ficſt attem pts 
Were dull, and Þlind, bur Cuftome ftraight 
Our feares, and falls broughr to comempr, 


Then, when the gaſtly twelve was paſt 
We breath'd ſtill for a bluſhing Eaſt, 
And bad the lazie Sunne make haſt, 


And on ſure hopes,though long did feaſt ; 


Bur when we ſaw the Clouds to crack 

And in thoſe Cranies light appear'd, 

We thoughrhe day then was nor ſlack, 

And pleas'd our ſelves with what wee feard ; 


Juſt ſo it is in death. Bur thou 
Sh.alr in thy mothers boſome ſleepe 
Whilſt I each minute grone ro know 


How neere Redemption creepes. 


Then ſhall wee meer to mixe again, and mer, 
»>Tis laſt good-nightr, our Sunne ſhall never ſer. 


Job. Cap : 10. ver. 21, 22. 


Before I goe whence 1 ſhall x'ot retwrne, even t0 the layd of 
darkneſſe, and the ſhadow of death ; 

A Land of d:+hneſſe, as darkeneſſe it ſelfe, and of rhe ſha- 
dow of death, without any 0;der, end where the light 1s as 


Or $ acved Poems. Z I 


Reſurretion and 
Immortality : 


Heb. cap. 10, vt: 20, 


By that new, and living way which be bath prepared for us 
rovgh the veile, which « bus fleſh. : , 


Body, 
I. 
Fc have I ſeen, when thar renewing breath 
| Thar binds, and looſens death 
Inſpir'd a quickning power throughthe dead | 
b Creatures a bed, 
Some drowhie filk-worme cree 
\, © From that long ſleepe 
nd in weake, infant hummings chime, and knel 
Abour her filenc Cell 
ntill ar laſt full with the virall Ray 
- - | She wing'd away, 
And proud with life, and ſence, 
Heay'ns rich E xpence, 
ME teem'd (vaine things ! ) of two whole Elements 
| As meane, and ſpan-extents. 
Shall I then thinke ſuch providence will be 
f Leſle friend to me 2 
' Or that he can endure to be unjuſt 
Who keeps his Covenanteyen with our duſt, 


Soule 


12 Silex Scemtillns 
MS 


2, 
Poore, querulous handfull ! was't fer this 
I raughr thee all thar is > 
Unboweld nature, thew'd _ her recruits, 
And Change of ſuits 
And how of death'we make 
_ A meere miſtake, 
For no thing can to Nothing fall, bur ſtill 
| Incorporartes b Skill h 
And then rerurns, and from the wombe of things 
Sueh treaſure bring 
As Phenix-like renew'th 
. , Bock life, andyouth ; 
For a preſervipg ſpirit doth ſtill paſſe 
Unrainted through this Mgile, 
Which doth reſalve, produce, and ripen all 
Thar to jt fall 5 
Nor are thoſe births which we 
Thus ſuffering ſee 
Deftrey'd ar all ; Bur when &. wen —— 
r Ance ; 
And the more noble Eſſexce finds his houſe cgray 
Sickly, and looſe, 
He, ever young, doth wing 
Unco that ſpring, 
And ſource of ſpirizs, where he takes his lor 
His paſſive Catzage ; which (though laid aſide) 
. His paſſive Carrage ; w oug ide, 
: Like ſome ſpruce Bride, 
Shall one day riſe, and cloarh'd wich chining lighe 
All pure, and brighr 
Re-marry to the ſoule, for *tis moſt plaine 
Thou ow & fal'ſt ro be retnn'd againe, 


Then I that here ſaw darkly ina glaſſc 
Bur miſts, and ſhadows paſſe, 


And 


Or Satred Poems. 13 
1d, by their owne weake Shize, did ſearch the ſprings 
Y And Courſe of things 
Shall with Inlightned Rayes 
Peirce all _ wayesz « 
Ac ou ſaw'ſt, I in a thought could goe : 
» mw To heav'n, or Earth belos 
» reade ſome Starre, or Mirrall, and in Stare 
There often ſate, 
So ſbalr — —_— . 
oth wi 3 ree,) 
ve in that mighty, and eternall idk 
here no rude ſhade, or night 
dare approach us z we ſhall there no more 
Warch ftars, or pore 
Throufh melancholly clouds, and ſay 
il ould it were D . 
One everlaſting Saboth there ſhall runne 
Without Succeſſcon, and without a Sue. 


Dan : Cap: 12.ver:; 13. 
But g6e thou thy way untill the end be, for thin ſhalt 1eft , 
{ ſtand up in thy lot, at the end of the dayes. 


——___ 


Day of Judgement. 


Hen through the North a fire ſhall ruſh 
And rowle into the Eaſt, 
ad like a firic torrene bruſh | 
And ſweepe up South, and weft,. 


en all ſhall ſtreame, and lighten round 
And with ſurprizing flames 
h ſtars, and Elements cealinnd 
And quite blor out their names, 


ten thou ſhalt ſpend thy ſacred tore 
; Of thunders in that heate 
L low as cre they lay before 
Thy £x-dayes-buildings beat e, 
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I4 Silex Scintullats 
When like a ſcrowle the heavens ſhal paſſe 


And yaniſh cleane away, 
And nought muſt ftand of that vaſt ſpace 
Which held up night, and day, 


When one lowd blaſt ſhall rend the deepe, 
And from the wombe of carth 


Summon up all that are aſlcepe ' 
Unto a ſecond birth, 


When thou ſhale make the Clouds thy ſeate, 
7 "s Fl beg = 
The Quick,and dead, mall and great 
" Muſtto thy t.:rre repaire z 


O then it wilbe all coo lare 
| To ſay, what ſhall 1 doe ? 
Repentaxice there.is out of date 
And ſo is mcicy too ; 


Prepare, prepare me then 0 God : 
An 


let me now begin 


To feele my loving tathers Rod 


Killing the man of ſinne ! 


Give me, O give me Croſles here, 

Still more affliions lend, 
Thar pill, —_— is moſt deare 

T rat brings health in the end ; 


Lord, God ! I beg nor friends, nor wealth 
Bur pray againſt rhem both z 

Three things Fdc have my ſoules chicf health! 

And one of theſe (eme loath, 


A living F AITH, a HE ARToffleſh, 
The ORLD an Enemie, 

This laſt will keep: the firſt rwo freſh, *. 
And bring me, where I'de be. 


Or Sacred Poems, I5/ 


x1 Pet. 4. 7. 


'Now the end of all things i at hand, be you therefore ſo- 
ber, and watching in pr ayer. 


D — 


Religion, 


MY God,when 1 walke in thoſe groves, 
And leaves thy ſpirit doth ſtill fan, 

I ſee in each ſhade thar there growes 

An Angell calking with a man, 


Under a Zzaiper, ſome houſe, 

Or the coole Mztles canopie, | 
Others beneath an Oak?s greene boughs, 
Or at ſome fouataines bubling Eye ;. 


Here Zacob dreames, and wreſtles; there 
Elias by a Raven is fed, 

Another time by >' Angell, where 

He brings him water with his bread ; 


In 4b/bams Tent the winged gueſts 

(O how familiar then was heaven!) _- 
Eare,drinke,diſcourſe,fic downe;,and reſt 
Unrill che Coole, and thady Ever; 


Nay thou thy ſclfe, my God, in fire, | 
whulc-wiads,and Clouds,and the ſoft vozce 
up there ſo much, that I admire 

e haye no Conf,rence in theſe daies ; 


Is the truce broke ? or *cauſe we have 
A mediatour now with thee, . 
\Doeſt thou therefore old Treaties waye 
And by appeales from him decree > 


— a 
— . 
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Silex Scintillans 


Or is'r fo, as ſome green heads ſay 

Thar now all miracles muſt ceaſe ? 
Though thou haſt promis'd they ſhould ſtay 
The tokens of the Church, and pace ; 


No, no ; Religion is a Spring 

Thar from ſome ſecrer, golden Mine 
erives her birth, and thence doth bring 

Cordials in every drop, and Wine ; 


Bur in her long, and hidd:n Courſe 
Paſſing —y. the Earths darke veines, 
Growes ſtill from berre- unto worſe, 


And both her taſte, and colour ſtaines, 


Then drilling on, learnes to encreaſe 
Falſe Ecchoes, and Confuſed ſounds, 
And unawares doth often ſeize 

On veines of S»{pbur under ground ; 


So poiſon'd, breaks forth in ſome Clime, 
at firſt fight doth many plcaſe, 
Bur drunk, is puddle, or mcere ſlime 


And "ſtead of Phiſick, a diſcaſe ; 


Juſt ſuch a tainted fink we have 
Like that Sanwitans dead well, 
Nor muſt we for the Kernell crave 
Becauſe moſt yoices like the ſhel/. 


-Heale then theſe warers, Lord ; or bring thy flock, 


Since theſe are troubled, to the ſpringing rock, 


Looke downe great MzRter of the feaſt ; O ſhine, 
And turn once twore our ater it\ro Vine ! 
Cant, cap.4. ver.12. 
My fiſter, my ſpouſe s as a garden Incloſtd, as 2 Sprine 
ſbut Hh and = aa ſeated *p, E 


The 


ha 


Or ſacred Poems. 


The Search. 


Is now cleare day : I ſee a Roſe 
Bud in the brighr Eaſt, and diſcloſe 
he Pilgrim-Sunne ; all night have 1 
pent in a roving Extafie 
o find my Saviour ; I haye been 
s far as 2ethlem, and haye ſeen 
is Inne, and Cradle ; Being there 
er the Wiſt-men, askt them where 
e might be found, or whar ſtarre can 
ow point him our, grown up a Man ? 
o Egypt hence I fled, ran o're 
1 her parcht boſome to Nile's ſhore 
er yearly nurſe ; came back, enquir'd 
ongſt the Dofors, and defir'd 
» ſee the Temple, bur was ſhown 
lirtle duſt, and for the Town 
heap of aſhes, where ſome ſed 
ſmall bright ſparkle was a bed, 
hich would one day ( beneath the pole, ) 
ake, and then refine the whole, 
Tyr'd here, 1 come to Sychar ; thence 
d facobs wel, bequeathed fince 
to his ſonnes, { where often the 
thoſe calme, golden E venings ſay 
arring their flocks, and having ſpent 
ole white dayes, drove home to the Tenr 
eir we/L-fleec*d traine;) And here(O fate 'y 
it, where once my Saviour fate ; 
e angry y_ irr bubbles ſwell d 
hich broke in fighes ſtill, as they fill'd,” 
d whiſper'd, 7eſus bad been there 
t Facobs children would not heavrc, 
path hence to parr, art laſt I riſc 
t with the fountain in my Eyes, 
{ here a freſh ſearch is 7 da 
muſt be found, where he did bleed's 
B 


13 Silex Scintillans, 


I walke the garden, and there ſee 

Idet's of his Agonie, 

And moving anguiſhments thar ſer 

His bleſt face in a bloudy ſwear ; 

I climb'd the Hill, perus'd the Crofle 

Hung with my gaine, and his grear loſle, 

Never did tree beare fruit like this, 

Balſam of Soules, the bodyes blifle ; 

Bur, O his grave ! where I ſaw lent 

( For he had none,) a Monument, 

Anundefil'd, and new.heaw'd one, 

Bur there was not the Corner-ftoxe ; 

Sure ( then ſaid I,) my Queſt is yaine, 

Hee'le not be found, where he was flaine, 

So mild a Lamb can neyer be 

*Midſt fo much bloud, and Crueltie ; 

Fe to the Wilderneſs, and can 

Find beaſts more mercifull then man, 

He liy'd there ſafe, *twas his retreat 

From the fherce ew, and Herods hear, 

And forty daycs withſtood rhe fell, 

And high rtemprations of hell ; 

Wirh Seraphins there ralked he 

His fathers flaming miniſtrie, : 

He heay'nd their walks, and with his eyes 

Made thoſe wild ſhades a Paradiſe, 

Thus was the deſert ſanRiked 

To be the refuge of his bride ; 

Vle thither then ; ſee, Ir is day, 

The Sun's broke through ro guide my way. 
Bur as I urg'd thus, and writ down 

What pleaſures ſhould my Journey crown, 

Wha filent parhs, what ſhades, and Cells, 

Faire, virgin-flowers, and hallow'd Wells 

I ſhould rove in, and reſt ny head 

Where my deare Lord did often tread, 

Sugring all dangers with ſucceſle, 

Me thought-I heard one ſinging thus ; 


Os. Sacred: Roms, 
I, 


Leave, leave,thy gadding thoughts _ 
K | Who Pores 


and ſpies 
Still out of Poores 
deſcries 
Within them nought. 


2, 


The $kinne, and ſhell of things 
Though faire, 
are not 
Thy wiſh, nor pray'r 
but: got 
By meer Deſpair 
of wings . 


3. 


Torack old Elements, 
or Duſt 
and ſay 
Sure here he muſt 
needs ſtay 
Is not the way, 
nor juſt. 


Search welhanother world ; who ſtudies this, 
Travels in Clouds, ſeeks Manna where none is, 


Ther they Would FR 1 190, hyp they mich 
at they ſ0euld ſeek, the Lord, if beppily they migh 
eel after-him, and finds him, though be be not far off from 
_ of us, fer in bim wy bye, eng ” fon 


being. 
B 2 4 Iſaac's 


Silix Scintillans. 


4 
Iſazrs Marriage 


Gen. cap. 24,ver.63; 
And Iſaac went ont to pray in the field at the Even- tide, 
amd he lift up his eyes, and ſaw, and behold, the Camels 
Were commg. 


Raying ! and to be married ? It was rare, 

Bur now "tis monſtrous; and that pious care 
Though of our ſelves, is ſo much our of date. 
That to renew't were todegenerate. 
But thou a Choſen ſacrifice wert given,' 
And offer'd vp ſo early unto heaven 
Thy flames could not be our; Religion was 
Ray'd into thee, like beams into a glaſſe, 
Where, as thou grewſt, it multipli'd and ſhiu'd 
The ſacred Conſtellation of thy mind. 
But being for a bride, prayer was ſuch 
A decryed courſe, ſure it prevail'd not much. 
Had'ſt ne'r an oath, nor Complement ? thou wert 
An odde dull ſutor 3 Hadſt rhou but the art 
Of theſe our dayes, thou couldſt have coyn'd thee twenty 
New ſev'ral oathes, and Complements (roo) plenty; 
O ſad, and wilde excefſe ! and happy thoſe 
White daye, that durſt go impious mirth expoſe ' 
When Conſcience by lew d uſe had not loſt ſenſe, 
Nor bold-fac'd cuſtome baniſh'd Innocence; 
Thou hadſt no pompous train, nor Antick crowd 
Of young, pay ſweaters, with their needlefſc, lowd 
Retinue All was here ſmooth 23 thy bride 
And calm like her, or that mild Evening-tide 3 
Yet, hadſt thou nobler gueſts : Angels did wind 
And royeabour thee, guardians of thy minde, 
Thefe fetch'd thee home thy bride, and all the way 
AAvis'd thy ſervant what to do, and ſay; | 
Theſe taught him at the well, and thither brought 


The Chaſt, and loyely objeft of thy thought 3 K 
| ut 


le, 


Tt 


Of Sacred Poems, 


But here was ne'r a Complement, not one 
Spruce, ſupple cringe, or ſtudy'd look pur on, 
All was plain,modeft trath : Nor did The come 
In rowles and Curles, mincing and ſtately dumb 
But in a Virgins native bluſh and fears 
Freſh as thoſe roſes , which che day-ſpring wears, 
O ſweer, divine ſimplicity ! O grace 
Beyond a Curled lock. or painted face. 
A Pitcher too ſhe had, nor thoughe itmuch 
To cariy that, which ſome would ſcorn to rouch 3 
With which in mild, chaſt language ſhe did wooe 
To draw him drink, and for his Camels too, | 
And now thou kneweft her coming, It was time 

To get thee wings on, and devourly climbe 
Unto thy God, for Marriage of all ſtares 
Makes moſt unhappy , or moſ? forrunares 5 
This brought thee forth, where now chou didſt undreſs 
Thy ſoul, and with new pinions refrſh 
Her wearied wings, which ſo reſto'd did flee 
Above the ſtars, a track unknown, and high, 
and in her piercing flight 'd the ayer. 
Scattring the Myrrhe, and incenſe of thy pray'r 
So from * L ahai-r0i's Well ſome ſpicie clo * 4 welin 
Woo'd by the San ſwels up to be his ſhrowd, the South 
And from his moiſt wombe weeps a fragrant ſhowre, Country 
Which,ſcatter'd in a thoufand peark,cach flowre where Ja- 
And herb partakes, where having ftood awhile cob dweh, 
And ſomething coold the parch'd, 2nd thirft Iſle, berween 
The thankful Earth nnJocks her ſelf, ahd blends, Cadeſh, 
A thouſand odours, which (z} mixr,) ' ſhe fends 0 Bered5 
- one cloud, arid ſo rettrns the skies Heb. the 
_ _ = _; rs ſacrifice (herit well of bim 

us ſoar'd thy ſoul,w h young. Jdidſt in- that hveth 
Together with his blond, thy fathers 20 and ſeeth : 
Whoſe aQtive zeal, and tried faith were to thee me. 
Familiar ever fince'thy Tnfancie. + | 
Others were tym'd, and train'd up rot berthen 
Diddft thy ſwift yeers in piety out- grow, 

| B 3 Age 
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Age made them rev'cend, and a ſnowie head, 

But thou wert ſo, e're time his ſnow could ſhed ; 
Then, who would truly limne thee out, muſt pajnr 
Firft, a young Patriarch, then. a mgrri d Saint, 


Orr 
—_ 


The ? 
Brittiſh Church. 


Acrthe i flea! 


And while theſe here their miſts, and ſhadows hatch, 


My glorious bead. | 
Doth on thoſe hills of Micrhe , 2nd Incenfe watch, 
| Haſte, haſt my dear, 
The Sealdiers here 
Caſt in theis lots again, 
That ſeamleſfſe coat 
The Jews tcouch'd nor, 
Theſe dare divide,and ſtain. 


2 


0 get thee wiags! 
Os if as yet (un! thefe clouds depart, 
| And the day ſprings,) 
Thou think'ſt ic good to tarry where thouart, 
Write in thy bookes 
My raviſh'd looks 
Shia flock, and pillag d fleeces, 
And haſt thee ſo 


As a young Roe 
pon the mounts of ſpices. 


0 Roy! Campi ! 0 lilzum Co llium | quomed} 
{ele #5 Zabulum Ave = The 


Or Sacred Poems, 


The Lampe. 


1s dead night round about : Horrour doth cree 
And move on with the ſhades ; ſtars nod, and fleepe, 
And through the dark aire ſpin a firie thread 
Such as doth gild the lazie glow-worms bed. 
Yer, burn'f thou here, a full day ; while I ſpend 
My reſt in Cares, and to the dark world lend 
Theſe flames, as thou doſt thine to me ; I watch 
That houre, which muſt thy life, and najne diſpatch . 
Bur ſtill thou doeſt our-goe me, I can ſee : 
Mer in thy flames, all aQts of piety ; 
Thy light, is Charity ; Thy heat, is Zeale ; 
And thy aſpiring, aQive fires reveale 
Devotion Nall on wing ; Then, thou doſt weepe 
Still as thou burn'ſt, and the warme droppings creepe 
To meaſure our thy length, as if thou'dſt know 
Whar ſtock, and how much time were left thee noy ; 
Nor doſt thou ſpend one teare in vain, for ſtill 
As thou aiflolv'R rothem, and they diſtill, 
They're ſtor'd up in the ſocket, where they lye, 
hen all is ſpent, thy laſt, and ſure ſupply, * 
And ſuch is true repentance, ey'ry breat 
ce ſpend in lighes, is treaſure after death ; 
Dnly, one point eſcapes thee ; Thar thy Oile 
Is ſtill our with thy flame, and fo both faile ; 
Bur whenſoe*re I'm our, both ſhalbe in, 
nd where thou mad'ſt an end, there 1'le begin. 


Mark Cap.13.ver.zs. | 
Watch you therefore, for you know not whee the maſler 
of the bouſe commeth, at Even, or at mid-night, or at the 
Cock-crowing,, 0r ia the morning. 


B4 Mans 
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Mans fall, aid Recovery. 


| mes you Everlaſting hills! I'm Caſt 
# Here under Clouds,where ſtormes, and tempeſts blaſt 
| This ſully'd flowre : 
Rob'd of your Calme, nor can I ever make 
Tranſplanted thus, one leafe of his r'awakg, 
” Bur ev'ry houre - 
He ſlcepes, and droops, and in this drowſie ſtate 
Leaves me a ſlave to paſſions, and my fate ; 
Beſides I've loſt 
A traine of lights, which in thoſe Sun-ſhine dayes 
Were my ſure guides, and only with me ſtayes 
(Unco my coſt, 
One ſullen beame, whoſe charge is to diſpenſe 
More puniſhment, than knowledge to my lence ; 
Two thouſand yeares ' 
I ſojourn'd thus.; at laſt Zeſhuruns king 
Thoſe famous tables did from Sina bring ; 
Theſe Iwell'd my feares, 
Guilts, treſpaſles, and all this Inward Awe, 
For ſinne tooke ſtrength, and vigour from the Law. 
Yet haye Il found | 
A plenteous way, (thanks to that holy one 1 
Tocancell all that e're was writ in | Hang 
His ſaving wound 
Wept bloud, thar broke this Adamant, and gave 
To ſinners Confidgnce, life to the grave ; 
This makes me ſpan 
My fathers journeys, and in one faire ſte 
©'re all their pilgrimage, and labours leap, 
| | For God{(made man, ) 
Reduc'd th'E xtent of works of faith ; ſo made 
Of their Ked Sea, a Spiing ; I waſh, they wade. 


i 


Rom, Cap. 18.ver.19-. 
As by the offence of one; the fault came on all men t0 
demmation ; So by the Righteouſneſs of one the benefit 
ded towards ail mento the Juſtification of life. 


Or Sacred Poems. 


The "" UNITE 


'T Was ſo, I ſaw thy birth: That drowhe Lake - 
\ * From her faint boſome breath'd thee, the diſcaſc 
Ot her fick waters, and Infe&ious Eaſe. 

Bur, now at Even 

Too grofle for heaven, 


Thou fall'ſt in teares, and weep'ſt for thy miſtake, 


s blaſt 


2, 


Ah ! ir is ſowith me ; oft have I preſt/ 
Heaven with a lazie breath, bur fruicles this 
Peirc'd not; Loye only can with quick acceſſc 
Unlock the way, 
When all elſe ſtray - 
The ſmoke, and Exhalations of the breſt, 


3. 


Yer, if as thou doeſt melt, and with thy traine 
W. Of drops make ſoft the Earth, my eyes could weepe 
Ot re my hard heart, that's bound up, and aſlcepe, 
| Perhaps ar laſt 
(Some ſuch ſhowres paſt, ) 
My God would give a Sun-ſhine after raine. 


Diſtraction 


” — 


EE. 
—_ 
4 - 
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S:lex Scintillans 


DiſtraRion. 


O Kair me, thar am crumbled duſt ! the heape 
Is all diſpers'd, and cheape ; 
Give for a handfull, buta rhoughe 
And ir is bought ; 
Hadſt chou 
Made me a ftarre, a pearle, or a rain-bow, 
The beames I then had ſhor 
My light had leflend nor, 
Bur now 
I find my ſelfe the lefle,the more I yu 3 
The world 
Is full of yoices; Man is call'd, and hurFd 
By each, he anſwers all, 
Knows ey'ry note, and call, 
Hence, ſtill 
Freſh dotage tempts, or old uſurps his will. 
Yet, hadſt thou clipt my wings, when Coffin'd in 
This quicken'd maſle of finne, 
And ſaved thar ligt t, which freely chou 
Didſt then beſtow, 
I feare 
I ſhould have ſpurn'd, and ſaid thou didſt forbeare ; 
Or thar thy ſtore was leſle, 
Bur now fince thou didit blefſe 
So much, 
I grieve, my God ! that thou haſt made me ſuch, 
I grieve ? 
O, yes ! thou know'ſt I doe; Come, and releive 
And tame, and keepe downe with thy light 
Duſt that would riſc, and dimme my fight, 
Leſt left alone roo lon 
Amidſt the noiſe, and throng, 
Oppreſled I 
Striving to ſave the whole \by parcells dye, 


Or Sacred Poems, 


The Purſuite, 


[© rd ! what a buſie, reſtles thing 
Haſt rhou m2de man ?- 
Each day, and houre he is on wing, 
Reſts hor a ſpan; 
Then having loſt the Sunne, and lighe 
By clouds ſurpriz'd 
He keepes a Commerce in the ni 
With aire diſpuis'd ; 
Hadfſt thou given to this aRtive duſt 
A ſtate untir'd, 
The loſt Sonne had nor left the huske 
Nor home defir'd ; 
Thar was thy ſecrer, and ir is 
Thy mercy too, 
For when all failesro bring to blifle, 
Then, this muſt doe. 
Ah ! Lord! and what a Purchaſe will thar be 
To take us ſick, that ſound would not take thee? 


Mount of Olives, 


g Weete, ſacred hill ! on whoſe fair brow 
My Saviour ſate, ſhall I allow 
Language to loye 
And Idolize ſome ſhade, or grove, 
NegleRing thee > ſuch ill-plac'd wir, 
Conceic, or call it what you pleaſe 
| Is the braines fir, 


And meere diſcaſc ; 


— _ _ —oromnmnn, — ——— - _— — — —@w—_— 


2. Cottswold, 
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2, 


Cotſwold, and Coopers both have mer 
Wirth learned ſwaines, and Eccho yer 
Their pipes, and wit ; 

Bur thou ſlcep'ſt in adeepe negle& 

Untouch'd by any ; And whar neede 

The ſheepe bleare thee a filly Lay 
Thaz heard'ſt both reede 
And ſheepward play 


3» 


Yer, if Poets mind thee well 
They (ball find thou art their hill, 
And fountaine too, 
Their Lord with thee had moſt to doe ; 
He wept once, walkt whole nights on thee, 
And from thence (his ſuff” rings ended,) 
Plato glorie 
Was attended ; 


_ 4» 


Being there, this ſpacious ball 
Is bur his narrow Fccſtoole all, 
And what we thinke 

Unſcarchable, now with one winke 

He doth compriſe ; Bur in this aire 

When he did ſtay to beare our Ill 
And finne, this Hill 
Was then his Chaire. 


Or Sacred Poems, 


The Incarnation, and 
Paſhon. 


[Ord ! when thou didſt thy ſelfe undreſſe 
Laying by thy robes of glory, - 

To make us more, thou wouldit be lefle, 

And becam'ſt a wofull ſtory. 


To put on Clouds inſtead of light, 

And cloath the morning-ſtarre with duſt, 
Was a tranſlation of ſuch height 

As, bur in thee, was ne'r expreſt ; 


Brave wormes,andEarth'char thus could have 
A God Enclos'd within your Cell, 

Your maker pent up in a grave, 

Life lock in death, heav'n in a ſhell ; 


Ah, my deare Lord ! what couldſt thou ſpye 
In this impure, rebellious clay, 

That made thee thus reſolve to dye 

For thoſe that kill hee every day > 


O whar ſtrange wonders could thee move 
To flight thy precious bloud, and breath ! 
Sure it was Love, my Lord ; for Love 

Is only Ktronger far than death, 
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The Call. 
(cOme my heart ! come my head 


In fighes, and reares ! 
*Tis now, fince you have laine thus dead 

Some twenty years ; 

8 Awake, awake, 

Some pitry take 

Upon your ſelves —— 
Who never wake to grone, nor weepe, 
Shall be ſentenc'd for their ſleepe, 


2. 


Doe bur ſee your ſad eſtate, 
ow many ſands 
Have Icft ns, while we careles fate 
With folded hands ; 
What ſtock of nights, 
Ot dayes, and yeares 
In filent flights 
| Stole by our cares, 
How ill have we our ſelves beſtow'd 
Whoſe ſuns are all ſer in a Cloud > 


3 
Yer, come, and let's peruſe them all ; 


And as we paſle, 
Whar fins on every minure tall 
Score on the glafle ; 
Then weigh, and rate 
Their heavy Srate 
i Unril \ 


Tht glafſe with teares you fill ; 
That done, we ſhalbe ſafe, and good, 


Thole beaſts werecleane,that chew'd the Cud, 


Thou 


hou 


Or Sacred Poems, 


qT 


THou thar know'ſt for whom I mourne, 
And why theſe teares appeare, 
Thar keep'ſt account, till he remurne 
_ Ofall his duſt left here; 
As eafily thou mightſt prevent 
As now produce theſe teares, 
And adde unto that day he went 
A fairc ſupply of yeares. 
Bur *twas my finne that forc'd thy hand 
To cull this Prin.-:oſe our, 
Thar by thy early choice forewarn'd 
My ſoule might looke abour, 
O whar a vanity is man ! 
How like the Eyes quick winke 
His Corrage failes ; whoſe narrow ſpan 
Begins even ar the brink ! 
Nine months thy hands are faſhioning us, 
And many yeares (alas! ) 
E're we can liſp, or ought diſcuſie 
Concerning thee, muſt paſſe; 
Yer have I knowne thy lligheſt things 
A feather, or a ſhell, 
A ſtick, or Rod which ſome Chance brings 
The beſt of us excell, 
Yea, I have knowne theſe ſhreds our laſt 
A faire-compatted frame 
And for one Twenty we have paſt 
Almoſt outlive our name. 
Thus haſt thou plac'd in mans outſide 
Death ro the Common Eye, 
That heaven within him might abide, 
And cloſe ereraitie ; 


3T 
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Hence, youth, and folly (mans firſt ſhame, ) 
Are put unto A ſlaughter, 
And ſcrious - hrs begin ro tame 
The mm, Apia Laughter ; 
Dull, wretched wormes ! that would not keepe 
Within our firſt faire bed, 
Bur our of Paradiſe muſt creepe 
For ev*ry foote to tread ; 
Yer, had our Pilgrimage bin free, 
And ſmooth withour a thorne, 
Pleaſures had foil'd Erernitic, 
And tares had choakr the Corne. 
Thus by the Crofle Salvation runnes, 
— is a —_ 
Whoſe paincſull chrows yield many ſons, 
Each fairer than the wwe ; : 
A filent teare can peirce thy throne, 
x When lowd Joyes want a wing, 
And fivecter aires ſtreame from a grone, 
Than any arted ſtring; - 
Thus, Lord, I ſee my =_ is great , 
My lofle bur little to it, 
Yer ſomethung more I muſt intreare 
And only thou canſt doe ir. 
O ler me (like him,) know my End ! 
And be as glad to find ir, 
And wharſoe'r thou ſhalt Commend, 
Still ler thy Servant mind it ! 
Then make my ſoule white as his owne, 
My faith as pure, and ſteddy , 
And deck me, Lord; with the ſame Crowne 
Thou haſt crownd him alrcady ! 


wtiy 


Or S acred Poems. 


Vanity of Spirit, 


Juice ſpent with thoughts I lefr my Cell, and lay 
Where a ſhrill ſpring run'd eo the early day. 


I beg'd here long, and gron'd to know 
Who gave the Clouds fo brave a bow, 
Who x the ſpheres, and circled in 
Corruption with this lorious King, 
Whar is his name, and how I mighr 
Deſcry ſome parr of his grear light, 


ſummon'd nature; peirc'd through all her ſtore, 
roke up ſome ſeales, which none had touch'd before, 


Her wombe, her boſome, and her head 
Where all her ſecrets lay a bed 

I rifled quite, and having paſt 

Through all the Creatures, came ar laſt 
To ſearch my ſelfe, where I did find 
Traces, and ſounds of a ſtrange kind. 


cre of rhis mighty ſpring, I found ſome drills, 
ich Ecchoes bearzn from th* erernall hills; . 
Weake beames, and fires flal'd ro my fighe, 


Like a young Eaſt, or Moone-ſhine night, 
Wich ſhew'd me in a nook caſt by 

A peece of much antiquiry, 

With Hyerogliphicks quite diſmembred, 
And broken letters ſcarce remembred. 


rooke them up, and (much Joy'd,) went abour 
" unite thoſe pecces, noping ro hind our 
bur 


The myſtery ; is neer done, 
Thar litele ſight | had was gone : 

It griev'd me much, Ar laſt, ſaid I, 
Siace ma theſe veyls my Ecclips'd Eye 

May not adproach thee, (for at myht 
who can bawe commerce with the light ? ) 
Fe ks rr , and to buy 

But one balf glaunce, my fladly dye, 


The 
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The Retreate, 


HaAepy choſe early dayes! when I 
Shin'd in my Angell-infancy. 
Before I underſtood this place 
Appointed for my ſecond race, 
Or taught my ſoul ro fancy oughr 
Bur a white, Celeſtiall choughr, 
When yet I had not walkt above 
A mile, or rwo, from my firſt love, - 
And looking back (atthart ſhort ſpace,) 
Could: ſee a glimpſe of his brighr-face ; 
When on ſome gilded Cloud, or fluwre 
My gazing ſoul would dwell an houre, 
And in thoſe weaker glories ſpy 
Some ſhadows of crernity ; 
Before I raught my rongue to wound 
My Conſcience with a finfull ſound, 
Or had the black art to diſpence 
A ſev'rall finne to ey'ry ſence, 
Bur felt through all this fleſhly dreſſe 
Bright ſhootes of everlaſtingneſſe. 
O how T long to travell back 
And tread again that ancient track ! 
That I might once more reach that plaine, 
Where firſt I left my glorious traine, 
From whence th* Inlightned ſpirit ſees 
That ſhady City of Palme trees ; 
Burt (ah!) my foul with roo much ſtay 
Is drunk, and ſtaggers in the way. 
Some men a forward motion love, 
Bur I by backward ſteps would move, 
And when this duſt falls to the urn 
K+that arc I came return, 


Oy ſatred Potms. 


JT 


(Ome, come, what doe I here? 
Since he is gone 
Each day is grown a dozen year, 
And cach houre, one ; 
Come, come ! 
Cur off the ſum, 
By theſe ſoil'd reares ! | 
(Which only thou 
Know'ſt to be true,) 
Dayes are my feares. 


2, 


Ther's not a wind can ſtir, 
Or beam palle by, 
Bur trait Ithink (though far,.) 
Thy hand is nigh ; 
Come, come ! 
Strike theſe lips dumb : 
This reſtles breath 
Thar ſoiles thy name, 
Will ne*t be rame 
Untill in death. 


3. 
erhaps me think a tombe 
No houſe. of ſtore, 

. ut a dark, and ſeal'd up wombe, 
Which ne'r breeds more, 
Come, come ! | 

Such thoughts benum ; 

Bur 1 would be 

With him I weep 

A bed, and ſleep 

To wake in thee. 


C3 Mid-nighs 


Stlex Scintillans 


pl 
Midnight. 


WhHento my Eyes 
Whilſt deep ſleep others catche 
| ( Thine hoaſt of ſpyecs % 
f The ſtarres ſhine in their watches, 
'K I doe ſurvey 
Each buſic Ray, 
And how they work, nd wind, 
And with each beame 
My ſoul doth ſtreame, 
With the like ardour ſhin'd; 
What Emanartions, 
| _— vibrations 
[i And bright ſtirs are there ? 
1) What thin EjeQtions, . 
Cold AﬀeQions, 
And ſlow motions here ? 
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Thy heav'ns (ſome ſay,) 
Are a firie-liquid light, 
Which mingling aye 
Streames, and flames thus to rhe fight, 
| Come then, my god ! 
< Shine on this bloud, 
[ And water in one beame, 
And thou ſhalr ſec 
Kindled by thee 
Both liquors burne, 7nd ſtreame. 


FF 


_— 
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Qr Sacred Poems. 
O whar bright quicknes, 
Aive brightnes, 

And celeſtial! flowes 
Will follow afrer 
On thar water 

Which thy ſpiric blowes ! 


| Math, Cap. g. ver. xx. 


I indetd bap!tize you with water unto repentance, but be thas 
commeth after me, #s mightier than I, whoſe ſhooes I an 
not worthy tos beare, he ſhall baptize you with the boty 
Ghoſt, and with fire. 


—_——— 


« Content, 


Eace, peice ! I know *rwas braye, 
I” Fur this corſe fleece 
I ſhelrer in, is flave 
To no ſuch peece. 
When I atn gone, 
I ſhall no ward-robes leave 
To friend, or fonne 


Bur what their own homes weave, 
2. 


Such, though nor proud, nor full, 
May make them weep, 

And mourn to ſee the wooll 

Ourtlaſt the ſheep ; 

Poore, Pious weare ! 

Hadſt thou bin rich, or fine 
Perhaps thar teare 

Had mourn'd thy lofie, not mine, 


Wo 3. Why 


Szlex Scintsllans 


.. 


Why then theſe curd, puffd points 
Or a laced tory > grey 
Death ſers all out of Joint 
And ſcornes their glory ; 
Some Love a Koſe 
In hand, ſome in the skin ; 
Bur crofle to thoſe, 
I would have mine within. 


«; 


J9 of my life ! whike left me here, 
And {till my Love ! 
How in thy abſence thou doſt ſteere 
| e from above ! 
A life well lcad 
This rxuch commends, 
With quick, or dead 
It never ends. 


2. 


Stars are of mighty uſe : The nighr 
Is dark, and long ; 
The Rode foul, and where one goes right, 
SIX may go wrong. 
One twinkling ra 
Shor o'r ſome clad, 
May clear much way 
And guide a croud, 


3. 


Gods Sainrs are ſhining lights : who ſtays 


Here long muſt paſle 


O're dark hills, ſwift ſtreames, and ſteep ways 


As ſmooth as glaſle Z 
Bur theſe all nighr 
Like Candles, jhed 
Their beams, and lighr 
Us into Bed, 


4. 


They are (ingeed,) our Pillar-fires 
Seenas we go, 
They are that Ciries ſhining ſpices 
We travell roo ; 
A ſwordlike gleame 
Kept man for fin _ 
Firſt Out ; This beame ; 
Will guide him 13. 


Or Sacred Poems, 


_— — 


The Storm, 


]J Sce the uſe ; and know my bloud 
| Is not a Sea, 
Burt a ſhallow, bounded floud 
| Though red as he ; % 
Yet have I flows, as ſtrong as his, 
And boyling ſtremes that rave 


With the ſame curling force, and hiſle, 


As doth the mountain'd wave. 
C4 
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2. 
But when his waters billow thus, 
Dark ſtorms, endwind 
Incite th#m ro that Gerce diſcuſſe, 
Elſe not Inclin'd, 
Thus the Enlarg'd, inraged air 
Uncalmes theſe to a floud, 
Bur ſtill the weather that's moſt tair 
Breeds tempeſts in my blond ; 
2. 


Lord, then round me with weeping Clouds, 
And ler my nad 
In quick blaſts figh bencath thoſe ſhrouds 
A ſpirit-wind, 
So ſhall thar ſtorme purge this Reclufe 
Which finfull eaſe made foul , 
And wind, and water to thy uſe 
Both waſh, and foo my foul. 


Fo. 


mmm — — —— 


The 
Morning-watch. 


OJ: ! Infinite ſweernes ! with what flowres, 
And ſhoors of glory, my ſoul breakes, and buds! 
All the long houres- 
Of night, and Reft 
Through the ftill ſhrouds | 
Of ſleep, and Clouds, Sf 
Fhis Dew fell on n.y Breaft ; 
'!., O how it Blowuds, 


OG 0 AA A 
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And Spiris all my Earth ! heark ! In whar Rings, . 
And —_ Circulatrm the quick | FI. 
Awakes, and ſings ; 
The riſing winds, 
And falling ſprings, 
. Birds, beaſts, all thi 
Adore him in their kinds, 
Thus all is url'd 
In ſacred Hyvmes, and @rder,. The great Chime 
And Symphony of nature. Prayer is | 
The worldinwne, 
A ſpirit-yoyce, 
And yocall j 
Whoſe Eccho _ ©ns bliſle, 
O ler me climbe 
When I lye down ! The Pious foul by night 
Is like aclouded ſtarre, whoſe beames though {ed 
To ſhed their lighe - | 
Under ſome Cloud 
Yer are above, 
And ſhine, and move * 
\Beyond that miſtie ſhrowd. 
S9in my Bed''/ 
That Curtain'd grave, though ſleep, like aſhes, hide 
—— BE Mylamp, and life, both ſhall in thee abide. | 


yo OC — 
— td _— 
_— - 


The Evering-watch, 


aA Dialogue, 


Arewell ! I goe to fleep «; bur when Body, 
The hs ſprings, I's wake * 


Goe, ſleep in'peace; and when thou lyeſt Soul, 
Unnumber'd in thy duſt, when all this frame 
Is but one dramme,and what thon now deſcticſt 

Ia ſey'rall parrs ſhall want a name, 
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Then may his peace be with thee, and each d 
Writ in his bk, who ne'r betray'd mans _ 


Amen ! bur hark, e'r we two ſtray, 
How many hours do'ſt think Kill day 2 


Ah ! go ; tart weak,and fleepic. Heay'n 
Is a plain watch, and without figures winds 
All ages up 3 who drew this Circle even 

He þ ls it ; Dayes, and hours are Blinds. 
Yer, this take with thee ; The laſt gaſp of time 
Ld firſt breath, and mans eternal! Prime, 


- 


Sllence, and ftealth of dayes ! 'tis now 
Since thou arr gone, 

Twelve hundred houres, and not a brow 
Bur Clouds hang on. 

As he that in ſome Caves thick damp 
Lockt from the light, 

Fixerh a ſolitary lamp, 
To brave the night, 

And walking from his Sun, when paſt 

har glim'ring Ray 

cuttics cavy miſts in haſte 
Back to his day, 

Soo'r ficd minutes I retreat 
Unto that hour 

Which ſhew'd rhee laſt, bur did defeat 
Thy light, and pow'r, 

I ſearch, and rack my ſoul to ſee * 

Hh hoſe beams again, 


Bur nothing but the ſnuft ra me 
Appeareth plain ; 
Thar dark, art dead ſleeps in its known, 
' And common urn 


Burthoſe fied to their Makers throne, 
There ſhiney and burn ; * 


Or Sacred Poems. 43 
4 
O could I track them ! bur ſouls eaſt 
Track one the other, 
And now the ſpirit, nor thie duſt 
Muſt be thy brother. _ 
Yet I have one Peaple by whoſe light 3 
All-chings 1 ſce, , 
And inthe hearr of Earth, and nighr. 
Find Heaven, and thee. 


Church- Service. 
Leſt be the God of Harmony, and Love } 
B . - The Godabove! © 
Fe f v4 holy dove ! 
Whoſe Interceding, ſpirituall grones 
- Make reſtleſs meancs 
= duſt, and tones, 
For duſt in every part, 
Burt a hard, Ntonic heart. 
2 , k 


O how in this thy Quire of Souls I ftand 
( Propt by thy kand) 
A heap of ſand ! 
Which buſig thoughts (like winds) would ſcancr quire 
" And ah wo 
Bur for might + -& 
Thy hand along doth / 
Thole blaſts, and kniz'my frame, 


"t_» 
$o that both ſtones, and duſt, and all of me 
| Joyntly agree 
To cry tothee; 
And in this Muſick by thy bloud 
| Seal'd,and made good 
Preſent, O God! 
The _ of _ ſtones 
2 My vighes pand grones. 
; Buriall, 


— 


44 Silex Scintillans 


Buriall, 


OT! the firſt fruirs of the dead, 
bw =_ deep bed, 
When I am cait into t 
And ſenſeleſs 
The wages of my fans, 
ſ "of Is 
| reat Preſerver of all men ! 
Thou g Watch o're thar looſe 
And empty houſe, 
Which I ſometimes liv 'din, 


Icis (incruth! = a ruin” =— 
( Not wor Eyes, 
And ſcarce a room but wind, bor na 1 
Bear through, and ſtain 
The ſcars, and Cells within ; 
0 was 
Led by thy Love oop thus low, 
”y Oy And in this Corr 
All fleh, and ſporr, 
Didſt with hy ſervanc Inne, 


And nocking can, I hourel ſe, 


' Drive thee from me, 
Thou art the ſame, fairhfull, and juſt 
| In life, or Duſt; 
Though then (thus crumm'd) I ſtray 
In blaſts, 
Or Exhalations, and waſts 
Beyond all Eyes 
Yer thy love ſpi 1E$ ; 
That Change,and knows thy C lay, 


Or Sacred Poems, 45 


4 
The world's thy boxe ; how then (there toft,) 
y_ —_ loſt ? 

Bur the delay is all; now 
4 ; Is old, 4a flow, 
His wings arcdull,and ſickly z 
Yerhe 
Thy ſervant is, and waits on thee, 
Curt then the ſurame, 
Lord haſte, Lord come, 
O come Lord feſics quickly! 


- - 


Rom.Cap.8.ver.23. 

And not only they, but our ſelves al[o, which have the firſt 
fruitsof the ſpirit, even wee our ſelves grove within our 
ſelves —_ for the adopcion, to wit, the redemption of 
our body, 


et 
—_____ 


Chearfulneſs, 


Ord, with what courage, and delight 
L I doe each ra 4 _ 


When thy leaſt breath ſuſtaines my wing ? 
I ſhine, and move 
Like thoſe above, 
And(with much gladnefſe 
Quirting ſadneſle, ) 
Make me faire dayes of every night. 
2 


Aflliion thus, meere pleaſure is, 
And hap what will, 

If thou be in't, 'tis welcome ſtill ; 
Bur fince thy rayes 
In Sunnie Cayes 
Thou doſt thus lend | 
And freely ſpend, 

Ah ! what ſhall I rerurn for this ? 


486 Silex $cintillans 


| 3- | 
O thar I were all Soul * that thou 
—_—_ Wouldft make each parr 
| I finfull frame pure hcart ! 
"ham wonkd > rom, 
fnglc onc 
Hyun 
A Conſort raiſc 
Of Hellelsjabs here below. 


gn EEE 


p] 


Ure, there's arye of Bodyes ! and as the 

0 —_— with it,) - Clay, : 

Love languiſherh, memory doth ruſt 
O'r-caſt with Ay duſt ; 

For things thus Carter *d, without Beames, or A(tion 
Nor grve, nor takc Contattion, . 

And man is fach a Marygold, theſc fled, 
Thar ſhurs, and hangs the head. 


2. 
Abſcgrs within the Line Conſpire, and'Sexf? 
O—_ dach unite, | 
Herbs ſleep unto the Exft, and ſome fowles thence 
Watch the Returns of light ; 
Bur hearts are nor ſo kind: falſe, ſhort delights 
—_ Tell us the _— . brave, 
us in Imap! iehts 
I: Wide of a fai - ol 
Thus Lazar was carricd out of rown ;; 
" PEER... is our = chict _ 
z all objeRs tirſt ro droy hi. 
E = lo the heart. 
Bur I will be my own Dexths-hezd ;, and rhoug}: 
The flarr'rer ſay, 1 /zve, 
Becauſc Incertainties we cannor knoiy 


Be fure, not ro bclicye, 


M—_ 


k— 


P cacey 


Or Sacred Poemc, 


| Peace. 


Y Soul, there is a Countric 
Far beyond the ſtars, 
Where ſtands a winged Centric 
All skilfull in the wars, * 
There above noiſe, and er 
Sweet peace fits crown'd with ſiyiles, : 
And one born in a Manger 
Commands the Beaurcous files, ( 
He is thy gracious friend, 
And (O my Soul awake!) 
Did in pure love deſcend, 
To die here for thy ſake, 
If thou canſt ger but thicher, 
There growes the flowre of peace, 
The Roſe thar cannot wither, Y 
Thy fortrefle, and thy eaſe ; 
Leave then thy fooliſh ranges ; 
For none can thee ſecure, 
Burt one, who never changes, 
Thy God, thy life, thy Cure. 


c ee -— 
a— 


The Paſhon. 


O My chief good ! 
My dear,dear God ! 
Whea thy bleſt bloud 
Did Hue forth forc'd by the Rod, 
 Whatpain didſt thou 7 
Feel in each blow ! . | 
How didſt thon weep, 
And thy kclf ſteep 


48. " Stlex Scintillans 
In thy own precious, ſaving reares ! 
: B What cruell (marr 
Did teare thy kearr ! 
How didſt thou grone ir 
In the ſpirit, 
.O thou,whom my foul 


Loves, and fcares ! 


2. 
Moſt blefled Vine ! 
Whoſe juice ſo good 
I feel as Wine, 
Bur thy faire branches felr as bloud, 
How wert thou preſt 
To be my feat ! 
In whar deep anguiſh 
Did rhou languith, 
Whar ſprings of Sweat, and bloud did drown thee ? 
How in one path 
Did the full wrath 
Of thy great Father 
Crowd, and gather, 
Doubling thy griefs, when none would own thee : 


How Aid the weight 
Of all our ſinnes, 
And death unite 
Towrench, and Rack thy blefled limbes ' 
How pale, and bloudic 
Lookr thy Body ! 
How bru:s'd, and broke 
With every ſtroke ! 
How meck, and patient was .thy ſpirit ! 
How didſt thou cry, 
And grone on aigh 
Father forgrve, 
And let them liye, 
I dye to makemy focs inheric } 


= 


Or Sacred Poems, 


4+ 
O blefled Lamb ! 
That rook'ſt my finne, 
That rook'ſt my ſhame 
How ſhall thy duſt thy praiſes ſing ! 
I would I were 
One hearty tear ! 
One conſtant ſpring ! 
Then would I bring 
Thee two ſmall mites, and be ar ſtrife 
Which ſhould moſt vie, 
My heart, or eye, 
Teaching my years 
In ſmiles, and tears 
To weep, to ſing, thy Death, my Life. 
— — mu_—_—_— 


Rom.Cap.8.ver.19, 


Etenim res Create exerto Capite obſeruantes expelFant rtwes 
lati onem Faliorum De, 


ANd do they ſo ? have they a Senſe 
Of ought bur Influence ? 
Can they their heads lifr, and expe, 
And grone too 2 why th'Eledt 
Can do no more : my volumes ſed 
; They were all dull, and dead, 
They judg'd them ſenſlefle,and their ſtate 
Wholly 1nanimare. 
Go, go; Scal up thy looks, 
And burn thy books, 


2, 


I would I were a ſtone,or tree, 

Or flowre by pedigree, 
Or ſome poor high-way herb, or Spring 
Te flow, or _— ling ! 


Silex Scintillans 


Then ſhould I (rycd ro one ſure ſtate) 
All day expe& my date; 

But I am ſadly _ c, and ſtray 
A giddy blaſt cach way ; 
O ler me nor thus range ! 


Thou canſt not change, 


3. 


Sometimes I fir with thee, and tarry 
| An hour, or ſo, then vary. 

Thy other Creatures in this Scene 
Thee only aym, and mean; 

Some riſe to ſeek thee, and with heads 
Ere& peep from their beds ; 

Others, whoſe birth is in the tomb, 
And cannot quit the womb, 
Sigh there, and grone tor thee, 


Their liberty. 


4- 


O let nor me do lefle ! ſhall they 

Warch, while I ſleep, or play ? 
Shall I thy mercies ſtill abuſe 

With ſancies, friends,or newes? 
O brook ir not! thy bloud is mine, 

And my foul ſhould be thine ; 
O brook it not | why wilt thou ſtop 

After whole ſhowres one drop ? 

Sure, thou wilt joy to ſee 

Thy ſheep with thee. 


M——— 


Or ſacred Poems, 
The Relipſe, 


\ AY God, how gracious art thou ! I had flipt 
Almoſt to hell, 
And onthe verge of thar dark, dreadfifl pir 
Did hear them yell, 
Inc O thy love! thy rich, almighty love 
That ſav'd my ſoul, 
\nd checkt their furie, when I ſaw them move, 
And heard them howl ; 
) my ſole Comfort, take no more theſe wayes, 
This hideous path, 
ind I wil mend my own withour delayes, 
Ceaſe thou thy wrath ! 
have deſery'd a thick, Egyptian damp, 
Dark as my deeds, | 
hould miſt within me, and pur our that lamp 
Thy _= feeds ; 
darting Conſcience full of ſtabs, and fears ; 
No ſhade but Yewgh, 
en, and ſad Ecclipſes, Cloudie ſpheres, 
Theſe are my due, 
he that with his bloud, ( a price too deere, ) 
| My ſcores did pay, 
d me, by ryernic from him, chalenge here 
The bri _ day ; 
cr,downie thoughts; ſoft Lily-hades Calm ftreams; 
* | Joyes full, anderue; 
ſh, ſpicie mornings ; and ertrnal beams 
Theſe ate his due, 
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Silex Scintillans 


The Reſolve, 


[ Have conſider'd it ; and find 
A longer ſtay 
Is bur excus'd neglet&t. To mind 
One path, and ſtray 
Into another, o' ro none, 
Cannot be love ; 
When ſhal that traveller come home, 
Thar will not move 2 
If thou wouldſt thirher, linger nor, 
Catch ar the place, 
Tell youth, and beauty they muſt ror, 
They'r bur a Caſe ; 
Looſe,parcelFd hearrs wil freeze; The. Sun 
With ſcatter'd locks 
Scarce warms, but by contraftion 
Can heat rocks ; 
Call in thy Powers ; run, and reach 
Home with che light, 
Be there, before the ſhadows ſtretch, 
And Spazuup night ; 
Follow the Cry no more : there is 
An ancient way 
All ſtrewed with flowres, and happineſs 
þ And freſh as May ; 
There turn, and turn no more; Let wits, 
1 —_— fair cies, *y 
Or lips ; Bur who there weepi K 
F Hath gotthe Prix. 


Or Sacred Poems. 


The Match. 


FN Ear friend ! whoſe holy, _— lines 
BL , Have done much good 
To many,and have checkt my blood, 
My fierce, wild blood tha ſtill heaves, and inclines, 
Bur is ſtill ram'd 
By thoſe bright fires which thee inflam'd 
ere I joyn hands, and thruſt my ſtubborn hearr 
Into thy Deed, 
There from no Duties to be freed, 
And if hereafter youth, or folly thwart 
And claim their ſhare, 
Here I renounce the pois'nous ware. 


11 


\ Ccepr, dread Lord, the poor Oblation, 
7 1r 1s bur poore, 
Yet through thy Mercies may be more. 
) thou ! that canſt not wiſh my ſouls damnation, 
Aﬀeord me life, 
And ſave me from all inward ſtrife ! 
wo Lifeg 1 hold from thee, my gracious Lord, 
Both coſt thee deer, 
For one, I am thy Tenant here ; 
The other, the true lite, in the next world E 
And endleſs is, 
O ler me ſtiH mind that in this { 
o thee therefore my Thoughts, words, Attions 
I do refign, | 
Thy will in all be done, nor mine. 
Settle my houſe, and ſhur our all diſtra&ions 
Thar mayunknir 
My heart, ———— in itz 
3 


Lord 


54 Silex Scintillans 
Lord Jeſu! thou didſt bow thy bleſſed head 
| Upon a tree, 
O do as much, now unto me ! 
O hear, and heal thy ſervant ! Lord, ſtrike dead 
| All luſts in me, 
Who onely wiſh life to ſerve they ? 
Sufter no more this duſt to overflow 
| _ Anddrownmyeies, 
' Bur ſeal, or pin them tothy skies. 
And let this gran which here in tears 1 ſow 
| Though dead,and ſich , 
Through thy Increaſe grow aew, and quick. 


b—————— 


Rules and Leſſons. 


— 


Hen firſt thy Eies unveil, give thy Soul leave 
Todo the like ; our Bodies but forerun 

The ſpirits duty ; 1 rue hearts ſpread, and heave 

Unto their God, as flow'rs do to the Sun. * 

'_ Give himthy firſt thoughts then; ſo ſhale thou kee; 
Him company all day, and in him lcep. 


Yer, never ſleep the Sun up ; Prayer ſhou'd 
Dawn with the day ; There arc ſer, awtul hours 
*Twixt heaven, and us ; The Mana was not good 
After Sun-riſing, far-day ſullies flowres. 
Riſe to prevent the Sun ; ſleep doth fins glut, 
And heay'ns gate opens,when this world's is thur, 


Walk with thy fellow-creatures : note the buſh 

And whiſpers amongſt them, There's nar a Sprins, 

Or Leafe but hath his Moraing-hymn ; Each Buſh 

And 0ah doth know 7 44 ; canſt thou nor fing ? 
O leave thy Cares, and follics ! go this way 
And thou at ſure to proſper all the day, 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Serve God before the world let him not go 
Uacil thou haſt a blefling, then refigne 
The whole unto him ; and remember who 
Prevail'd by wreſtling ere the Sun did ſhize. 
Poure Ole upon the ſtones, weep for thy fin, 
' Then jolrney on, and have an cic to heav'n, 


Moraings are Myſteries ; the firſt worlds Youth, * 
Mans Keſurre&iun, and the futures Bud | 
Shrowd in their births; The Crown of life, light, truth 
Is ſtil'd their ſtarve, the ftoxe, and bidden food. | 
(+ Three bleſſings wait upon them, two of which 
Should moye ; They make us hol, bappy, rich. 


When the world's up, andey'ry ſwarm abroad, 
Keep thou thy temper, mix not with each Clay ; 
Diſpatch neceſſities, life hath a load 
Which muſt be carri'd on, and ſafely may. 
Yet keep thoſe cares withour thee, let the heart 
Be Gods alone, and chooſe the berter part, 


WW Through all thy Afons, Counſels, and Diſcourſe, 
ou keey Let Muldnſs, and Keligion guide thee our, oo. 
If truth be thine, what needs a brutiſh force > 
But what's not good, and jſt ne'r go abour. 
Wrong not thy Conſcience for a rotten ſtick 
Thar gain is dreadtul, which makes ſpirits ſick. 


To God, thy Countric, and thy friend be true," , 
; If Prieſt, and Pcople change, keep thou thy ground, 
$ hur, Who ſels Religion, is a Fudas Few, 
And, oathes once broke, the ſoul cannor be ſound. 
The perjurer's a devil ler looſe ; what can 
Tic up his hands, that dares mock God, and ray? 


Seek not the ſame ſteps with the Crowd; ſtick thou, 
_ ſure trot ; a Conſtant, humble mind 

; his own Joy, and his Makers tco ; 

Let folly duſt it on, or lag behind. | | 
| D 4 A 
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A ſweer ſe!ſ-privacy in a right ſoul 
Out-runs the Earth, and lines the utmoſt pole, 


To all thar ſcek thee, bear an open hearr ; 

Make nor thy breaſt a Labyriath,or Trap ; 

Iftryals come,this wil make good thy part, * 

For honeſty is ſate, come what can hap ; 
It is the good mans feaſt ; The prince of flowres 
Which thrives in ſtorms,and ſmels beſt after ſhowres, 


Seal not thy Eyes up from the poor, bur give 
Proportion to their Merits, and thy Purſe ; 
Thou mai'ſt in Rags a mighty Princ. relicve 


Who, when thy fins call for'r, can fence a Curſe. 


Thou ſhalr nor loſe one mite. Though waters ſtray, 
The Bread we caſt returns in fraughts one day, 


A 

Spend nor an hour ſo, as to weep another, 

For tears are not thine own ; If thou giv'ſt words 

Daſh not thy fend, nor Heav'n ; O (mother 

A vip*rous thought ; ſome Syllables arc Swords. 
Unbirted rongues are in their penance double, 
They thame their owners, and the hearers trouble. 


Injure not modeſt bloud, whoſe ſpits riſe 
In judgement againſt Lewdneſs ; that's baſe wit 
That yoyds but filth, and ftench. Haſt thou no prize 
Bur ſichneſs, or Infſeftion > iifile it. 
Who makes his jeſts of fins, muſt be ar lcaſt 
If nota very dewul, worſe than a Beaſt. 


Yer, ſly no friend, if he be ſuch indeed, 
Bur meet to quench his Longines, and thy Thirſt ; 
Allow your Joyes Religion ; Thar done, peed 
And bring the ſame man back, thou werr all firſt. 
| Who foreturns not, cannot pray aright, 
Bur ſhuts his door, and leaves God our all night. 


To 


\ 
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To highren thy Devotions,and keep low 

bo All murtinous oughts, what buſines e*r thou haſt 

; Obſerve God in his works ; here fountains flow, 

Birds ſing, Beaſts feed, Fiſh leap, and th*Earth ſtands faſt 
Above are reſtles motzons, running Lights, | 
Vaſt Circling Azure, giddy Cloxds, days ,nights. 


wres When Seaſons change, then lay before thine Eys 
howres His wondrous Method ; mark the various Scenes * 
In heay'n ; Hail, Thuader, Rain-bows, Snow, and Ice, 
Calmes, Tempeſts, 1tght, and darknes by his means ; 
Thou canſt nor mifle his Praiſe; Each zree,berb, flowre 
Are ſhadows of his wiſcdome, and his Pow'r, 


ſtray, | To meales when thou doeſt come, give him ——_— 
Whole Arm ſupply'd thee ; Take what may luthce, 
: And then be thankful ; O admire his ways 
Who hls the worlds unempry'd granaries! 
A thankles feeder is a Thezf, his feaſt 
A very Robbery, and himſelt no gueſt, 


| High-noon thus paſt, thy time decays ; JH 
tble. Thee other thoughts ; Away with friends, and mirth g 
The Sun now ſtoops, and haſts his beams to hide 
Under the dark, and melancholy Earth. 
All bur preJudes thy End. Thou art the man 
Le Whoſe ſt, hight, and Deſcent is but a ſpan. 


Yer,fet as he doth, and 'tis well. Have all 
Thy Beams home with thee ; trim thy Lazp, buy Off, * 
And then ſer forth ; who is thus dreſt, The Fail 
Furrhers his glory, and gives death the foyl. 

Man is a Summers day ; whoſe youth, and fire 

Cool to a glorions Evenizg, and Expire. 


When nighe comes, liſt thy deeds ; make plain the way | 
'Twixt Heaven, and thee; block ir not with delays, 
ghr. Bur perte& all before thou ſicep'ſt ; Then ſay 
" | Ther's one Sun more (trung oz my bead of days. 
To What's 


a 
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What's good ſcore up for Joy ; The had wel fcann'd 
Waſh off with tears, and get thy Maſters hand. 


Thy Accounts thus made, ſpend in the grave one houre 
Before thy time ; Be not a ſtranger there 
Where thou may'ſt ſleep whole ages ; Lifes poor flowr 
Laſts not a night ſometimes. Bad ſpirits fear 

This Coverſation ; Bur the man lyes - 


Intombed many days before he dyes. 


Being laid, and dreſt for ſleep, Cloſe nor thy Eys 
Up with thy Curtains ; Give thy ſoul the _ 
In ſome good thoughts ; Sowhen the day riſe 
And thou unrak'ſt thy fire, thoſe ſparks will bring 
. New flames; Beſides where theſe lodge vain heats mourn 
And dic z That Byſb where God is, ſhall not burn. 


When thy Na#'s over, ſtir thy fire, unrake 

In that dead age; one beam i*rh* dark ourvies 

Two in the day ; Then from the Damps, and Ake 

Ot night ſhur up thy /caves, be Chaſt ; God prys 
Through thickeſt nights; Though then the Sun be far 
Do thou the works ot Day, and riſe a Star, 


Briefly, Doe as thou would"ft be dont unto, 

Love God, and Love thy Neighbour ; watch, aud Pray, 

Theſe are the words, and 1'orks of life ; This do, 

And live ; who doth nor thus, hath loſt Heau*ns way. 

- O loſe itnot! look up, wilt Change thoſe Lights 
For Chains of Darknes, and Eternal Nights > 


ET 


Corruption 


urn 


. 


far 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Corruption, 


-Ure, It was ſo. Man in thoſe ear 
> "Was nor all tone, and On 
He ſhin'd a little, and by thoſe weak Rays 
Had ſome glimple of his birth. 
He ſaw Heaveno'r his head, and knew from whence 
He came (condemned,) hither, ; 
And, as firſt Love draws ſtrongeſt, ſo from hence 
His mind ſure progreſs'd thither. 
Things here were ſtrange unto him ; Swer, andrill 
All was a thorn, or weed, 
Nor did thoſe laſt, bur (like himſelf,) dyed ſtill 
As ſoon as they did Seed, 
They ſceem'd roquarrel with him ; for that AR 
Thar fel him, foyl'd them all, 
He drew the Curſe upon the world, and Crackt 
The whole frame with his fall, 
This made him long tor bome, as loath to ſtay 
With murmurers,and toes; 
He ſigh'd for Eden, and would often ſay 
Al ) what bizebt days were thoſe # 
Nor was Heay'n cold unto him ; for cach day 
The vally, or the Mountain 
Afﬀordcd viſits, and ſtill Paradzſe lay 
In ſome green ſhade, or fountain, 
Angels lay Leige/ here ; Each Buſh, and Cel, 
Each Oke, and high-way knew them. * 
Walk bur the faclds, or tit down at ſome wel, 
And he was ſure to vicw them. 
Almighty Love | where arr thou now + mad man 
Sirs down, and freezcth on, . 
He raves, and ſwears to ſtir nor fire, nor fan, 


Bur bids the thread be ſpun, 


'60 Sihex Scintillans 4 
I ſee, thy Curtains are Cloſe-drawn ; Thy bow 
Looks dim too in the Cloud, 

Sin triumphs ſtill, and man is ſunk below 

he Center, and his ſhrowd ; 
All's in deep ſleep, and night ; Thick darknes lyes 
And hatcheth o'r thy people ; = 
Bur hark ! what trumpets that ? what Angel crics 


Ariſe ) Thruſt in thy fickle. 


H. Scriptures. 


I\Elcome dear book, ſouls Joy, and food ! The feaſt 
Of Spirits, Heav'n extrafted lyes in thee ; 

Thou arr lifes Charter, The Doves ſpotleſs neaſt 
Where ſouls arc hatcl'd unto Erernitie. 


In thee the hidden ſtone, the Marnalies, 
Thou art the great Elzxir, rare, and Choice ; 
The Key that opens to all Myſteries, 

The wogd in Charafers, God in the Yozce, 


© that I had deep Cur in my hard heart 
Each line in thee!Then would I plead in groans 
Of my Lords penning, and by ſweeteſt | 
Return upon himſelf the Law, and Stones. 
ead here, my faults are thine, This Book, and I 
Willell ch 


ce {o ; Sweet Saviour thou didſt dye ! 


Unprofitablenes 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Unprofitablenes. 


Ow rich, O Lord ! how freſh thy viſits are | 
* Twas bur Juſt now my bleak leayes hopeles hung 
Sullyed with duſt and mud ; | 
Each ſnarling blaſt ſhor — me, and did ſhare 
Their Youth, and beauty, Cold ſhowres nipr, and wrung 
- Their ſpicinefs, and bloud ; 
Bur ſince thou didſt in one ſweer glance ſurvey 
Their ſad decays, I flouriſh, and once more 
Breath all perfumes, and ſpice ; 
I ſmell a dew like My:rh, and all the day 
Wear in my boſome a full Sun ; ſuch ſtore . i 
Hath one beame from thy Eys. - 
caſt Bur, ah, my God ! what fruit haſt thou of this 2? 
Whar one poor leaf did ever I yer fall 
To wait upon thy wreath 2 
Thus thou all day a thankleſs weed doeſt dreſs, 
5 And when th haſt done, a ſtench, or fog is all 
The odoyr I bcqueath, 


C FEED 
id I Nativity. 


Wake, glad heart ! getup, and Si 
A Iris 53S Birth-day Shy King, "Ea 
Awake ! awake / 
nes The Sundoth ſhake 
| Light from his locks, and all the wa 
Breathing Perfumes, doth ſpice the day 


{- 


. - 
» : 


Awaks 
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2, 


Awak,awak! heark,how th' wood rings, 
wieds whiſper, and the bulic ſprings 

A Conforr make ; 

A wake, awake ! 
Man is their high-prieſt, and ſhould riſc 
Tooffer upthe ſacrifice. 


3+ 


I would I were ſome B;;d, or Star, 
Flutr'ring in woods, or lifted far 


Above this Inze 

And Rode of fin !' 
Then either Star, or Bj7d, ſhould be =» 

' Shining, or finging ſtill ro chee. 
4 

I would I had in my beſt part . 
Fir Roomes for thee ! or { wo my heart 

Were ſo clean as | 


er was ! 


Thy 
Bur I am all filth, and obſcene, 
Yer, if thou wilr, thou canſt make clean. 


Fo 


Zeſs ' will then Ler no more, 

This Lever bans, and fort thy door, 
Cure him, Eaſe him 

O releaſc him ! 


Or Sacred Poems. 


IT, 


Ow kind is heav*na ro man ! It here 
One ſinner doth amcnd 
Strait there is Joy, and ev'ry ſphere 
In muſfick doth Contend ; 
And ſhall we then no voices lift > 
Are mercy, and ſalvation 
Nat worth our thanks 2 Is life a gifr 
Of no more acceptation ? 
Shal he that did come down from thence, 
'And here for us was lain, 
Shal he be now caſt off ? no ſenſe 
Ofall his woes remain ? 
Can neither Love, nor ſuff*rings bind 2 
Are we all ſtone, and Earth > 
Neither his bloudy paſſions mind, 
Nor one day blefle his birth 2 
Alas, my God ! Thy birth now here 
Muſt not be numbred in the year. 


— 


i WO A lent 


The Check. 


PEace, peace! I bluſh to hear thee ; when thou arr 
A duſty ſtory 
A ſpeechlefle heap, and in the midſt my hearr 
In the ſame livery dreſt 
Lyes rame as all the reſt ; 
When fix years thence digg'd up, ſome yourhfull Eie 


Secks there for 5 
But finding none, thal leave thee ro the wind, 
Or the next foot ro Cruſh, 
Scatt"ring thy kind 


And humble duf}, rell then dear fleſh 
Where is thy glory ? 
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2, 
As he that in the midſt of day ExpeRs 
The hideous night, 
Sleeps not, tut ſhaking oft ſloth, and negleRs, 
Works with the Sun, and ſets 
Paying the day its debrs ; 
Thar (for Repole, and darknes bound,) he might 
Reſt from the fears th? night 
So ſhould we too. All things teach us to die 
And point us out the way 
While we palle by 
And mind it not; play nor away 
Thy glimpſe of ligh. 


3. 
View thy fore-runners : Creatures giv'n to be 
Thy yourhs Companions, 
Take their leave, and die ; Birds, beaſts, cach tree 
All that have growth, or breath 
Have one large language, Death. 
O rhen play not ! but ſtrive ro him, who Can 
Make theſe ſad ſhades pure Sun, 
Turning their miſts ro beams, their damps to day, 
Whoſe pow'r doth fo excell 
As ro make Clay 
A ſpirit, and rue glory dwell 
In duſt, and ſtones. 


Heark, how he doth "P- thee ! with what voice 
RE $1 —_ _ _—_ 5 
,» and Calls ; 0 that in theſe thy days 
Thou knew'ſt bur thy own hn, - 
| hall notthe Crys of bloud, | 
' Of Gods own bloud awake ther ? He bids bewar 
Of drunknes, ſurfeirs, Care, 
Bur thou ſleep'ſt on ; wher's now thy proteſtation, 
'Thy Lines, thy Love ? Away, 
: Redeem the day , 
that gives no obſeryation, 
erhaps to morrow, Diſagde 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Diſorder azd frailry. 


| WHen firſt chou didſt cven from the graye 
And womb of darknes becken our 


My bruriſh wy > ly to thy ſlave 


Becam'ft thy ſelf, both guide, and Scour ; 

Een from -*-< hour s 
Thou gorſt my hearr ; And _— here toſt 

By winds, and bir with fro 

I pine, and ſhrink 

Breaking the link 
'Twixt thee, and me ; And ofrimes creep + 
Into th' old filence, and dead ſleep, 

Quitring thy way 

All the long day, 
Yer, ſure, my God ! I love thee moſt. 

p /a thy love | 


zZ, 


I threaten heaven, and from my Cell 
Of Clay, and frailry break, and bud 
Touch'd by thy fire, and breath ; Thy bloud 
Too, is my Dew, and ſpringing wel. : 
ut while I grow 
And ſtretch ro thee, ayming ar all 
Thy ſtars, and ſpangled hall, 
Each fly doth taſt 
- Poyſon, and blaſt 
My yielding leaves ; ſometimes a ſhowr 
Bears them quire off, and in an hour 
Not one poor ſhoot 


Alas, frail weed" . 
E 
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Thus like ſome feeping E xhalation 
(Which wak'd by heat, and beams, makes up 
Untorhar Comforter, rhe Sun, 
And ſoars, and thines ; Bur c'r we ſup 
And walk wo ſte 
CooPd by the damps ofnighs, deſcends, 
And, whence it ſpruvg, there ends,) 
Doth my weak fire 
Pine, and retire, 
And (after all my highs of flames,) 
In fickly Expirations rames 
Leaving me dead 
On my firſt bed 
Uncill thy Sun agaiz afcends. 
© Powi, fallmg Star! 
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O, is! bur give wings ro may fire 4 «#4 
And hatch my foul, Uncill it ly ; | 

Up where thou art, amongſt thy tire 

{ Of Stars, above Infirmity ; 

| : Ler not perverſe, 

| And fooliſh thoughrs adgde to my Bil 

q | Of forward fins, and Kil 


if Thas ſeed, which thou 
ji In me didf ſow, 
'; Bur drefle, and water with thy grace 
Together with the ſeed, the place ; 

' © . And for his ſake 

Whodied ro ſtake 

His life for mine, rune to chy will 
| My hearr, my verſe. 


Hoſea Cap. 6. ver. 4. 

0 Epbraim what ſhall 1 do wnto:thee > O Fudah how ſhall 
antreat thee ? for thy goe dinef's- 18:45 @ mornius: Clond, and 
the early Dew it goeth awa). - \ 


1 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Idle Vesſe. 


O, go,queint folies, ſugred fin 
G tt rough ane pr door ; 
I will no longer Cobwebs ſpin, 

I'm too much on the ſcore, 


y onl 
And Joya againſt their 


Blind, deſp'rate fits, that ſtudy how 
To drefle, and trim out ſhame, 

That gild rank poyſon, and allow - 
Vice in a fairer name ; 


The Purles of yourhfull blou and bowles 
Luſt in the Robes of ove, l 
The idle £glk of feay*rith ſouls 
Sick with a ſcarf, or glove ; 


Le ir ſuffice avy warmer days 
' Simper'd, and ſhin'd on you, 
Twiſt nor my Cyprefle with yaur Bays, 
Or Roſes with my Yewgh; 


Go, go, ſeek our ſome greener thing, 
Ir ſnows, and freezcrh here ; 
Let N ightingales atrend the ſpring, 
inger is all my year. 


E 3 


$:ilex Scintillans 


Son-dayes. 


BRight ſhadows of true Reft ! ſome ſhoots of bliſle, 
' Heavenonce a week 7 
The next worlds gladnes prepofleſt in this ; 
A day to ſcek 


Erernity in time ; the ſteps by which 

We Climb above all ages ; Lamps that light 
Man through his heap of dark days ; and the rich, 
And full redemprion of the whole weeks flight. 


2, 


+ The Pulleys unto headlong man ; times bower ; 
The narrow way ; 

Tranſplanted Paradiſe ; Gods walking houre z 

The Cool och day ; 


The Creatures Jubile ; Gods parle with duſt ; 

Heaven here ; Man on thoſe hills of Myrrh, and flowres; 
Angels deſcending ; the Rerurns of Truſt ; 

A Glcam of glory, after fix-days-ſhowres, 


3, 


The Churches love-feaſts ; Times Prerogative, 

&y And Intereft 
DeduRed from the whole; The Combs, and hive, 
| And home of reſt. | 


The milky way Chalkr out with Suns ; a Clve 

Thar guides through erring hours ; and in full ſtory - 
A rafte of Heav*n on earth ; the pledge, and Cue 
Of a full feaſt ; And the Our Courts of glory. 


_—_ 


WNIres ; 


ory * 


Or Sacred Poems. 


- Repenrance. 


j Ord » fince thai didſt in this vile Clay 
Thar ſacred Ray 
Thy ſpirit plant, quickning the whole 
With that one grains Infulcd wealth, . 
My forward fleſt-creept on, and ſubtly ſtole 
Both growth, and power; Checking the healdi 
And heart of thine ; Thar little gate 
And narrow way, by which to thee 
The Paſlage is, He rerm'd a grate 
And Entrance to Caprivitic ; 
Thy laws bur ners, where ſome ſmall birds 
(And thoſe bur feldome too) were caught, 
Thy Promiſes bur empty words 
Which none bur Children heard, or raughr. 
This | believed : And though a friend 
Came oft from far, and whiſper'd, No ; 
Yerthar nor ſorting tomy end 
| wholy liſten'd to my foe. 
Wherefore, picrc'd through with grief, my (ad 
Seduced ſuul fighs up to thee, 
To thee who with true light art Clad 
And ſceſt all things juſt as they be. 
Look from thy throne'upon this Rowl 
Of heavy fins, m Li tranſgreflions, 
Which I Conteſle w.thall my foul, 
My God, Accept of my Confeffion. 
It was laſt 
(Touch'd with the guilt of my own way) 
I ſate alone, and taking u; 
The Sner Ciip, .. + 
Through all chy fair, and various ore 
Sought our what might outvie my ſcore. 
The blades of grafſe,thy Creatures feedi 


The trees, their leafs ; the flowres, wes; ſeeding, 
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The Duſt, of which I am a part, 
The Stones much ſofter than my hearr, 
The drops of rain, the ſighs of wind, 
The Stars ro which I am ſtark blind 
The Dew thy herbs drink up by night, 
The beams they warm them ar I'th' lighe, 
All chat have pg ature or life, 
I fummon'd todecide this ftrife, 
And leſt I ſhould lack for Arrears, 
A ſpring ran by, I cold her tears, 
Bur when theſe came unto the ſcale, 
My fins alone outwcigh'd them all. 
O my dear God ! my life, my love ! 
Moſt blefled lamb ! and mildeſt dove ! 
Forgive your penitent Offender, 
And no more his fins remember, 
Scarter theſe ſhades of death, and give 
Light to my ſoul, that it may live ; 
Cur me nor off for my tranſgreſſions, 
Wilful rebellions, and ſuppreflions, 
Bur give them in thoſe ſtreams a parr 
Whoſe ſpring is in my Savivurs — 
Lord, I confefle the heynous ſcore, - 
And pray, I may do ſo no more, 
Though then all ſinners I exceed 
O think on this ; Thy Sor did bleed ; 
© call ro mind his wounds, his woes, 
His Agony, and bloudy throws ; 
Then look on all that thou haſt made, 
And mark how they do fail, and fade, 
The heavens themſelves, though fair and brighe 
Aredark, andunclean in thy tight, 
How then, with thee, Can man be holy d 
Who doeſt thine Angels charge with folly? 
O what am 1, that I ſhould breed 
Figs on a thorne, flowres on a weed | 
] am the gourd of fin, and forrow 
Growing o'r night, and gone 10 morrow, + 


Or ſacred Poems. 


Jn all this Rownd of life and death 
Nothing's more vile than is my breath, 
Profanenes on my tongue doth reſt, 
Defes, and darknes in my breſt, 
Pollutions all my body wed, 
And even my ſoul tothee is dead; 
Only in him, on whom I feaſt , 
Both ſoul, and body arc well dreſt, 
His pure perfc&ion quirs all ſcore, 
And fills the Boxes of his poor ; 
He is the Center of long life, and light, 
I am bur finire, He is Infinite, 
O lerthy 7«ſticethen in him Confine, | 
And through his merits, make thy mercy mine ! 


The Bunn AL 
Of an Infant. 


Leſt Infant Bud, whoſe Bloſſome-life 
Boid only look abour, and fal, 
Wearyed our in a harmles ftrife 


df rears, and milk, the food of all ; 


Sweerly didſt thou expire 2 Thy ſoul 
lew home unſtain'd by his new kin, 
or ere thou knew*ſt how to be foul, 
Neath wean'd thee from the world, and fin, 


, Poftly reſt all chy Virgin-Crums ! / 
pt in the ſweets of thy young breath, 
xpeCting rill thy Saviour Comes 

0 dreſſe them, and wnſwadle death. 


E4 


Stilex Scintillans 


Fairh. 


RRighe, and bleſt beame ! whoſe ſtrong projeRion 
Equall to all, : | 
Reachetrh as well things of dejeQtion 
As th high, andrall ; 
How hath my God &y raying thee 
Inlarg'd his ſpoule, 
And of a private familic 
Made open houſe ? 
All may be now Co-hcirs; no noiſe 
Of Bond, or Free 
Can Interdi@ us from thoſe Joys 
Thar wair on thee , 
The Law, and Ceremonies mad: 
A glorious night, 
Where Stars,and Clouds, both light, and ſhade 
Had <cqual right ; 
Bur,as in nature, when the day 
Breaks , n'ght adzourns, 
Stars ſhur up ſhop, miſts pack away, 
And the Moon mourns ; 
So when the Sun of rightcouſneſs 
Did once appear, - 
Thar Scene was chang'd, and a new drefle 
Left for us here; 
Veiles became uſeles, Alrars fel, 
Fires ſmoking die ; 
And all thar ſacred pomp, and ſhel 
Of things did flic ; 
Then did he ſhine forrh, whoſe ſad fall, 
And bitter fights 
Were figur'd in thoſe myſtical, 
And Cloudic Kites z 


Or Sacred Poems. 


And as i'th* natural Sun, theſe three, 


Lieht, motion, beat, 


So are now Faith, Hope, Charity 


Faith 


Through him Compleart ; 
ſpans up blifle ; whar fin, and death 


Pur us quite from, 


Leſt we ſhould run for't out of breath, 


Faith brings us home ; 


So that I need no more, bur ſay 


I do believe, 


And my moſt loving Lord ſtraitway 


.doth anſwer, lrg. 


> 


AP: 


Ommm_— ——_ 


The Dawning. 


whart time wilt thou come 2 when ſhall that crie 
The Bridegroome's Comming | fil the sky ? 
Shall ir in the Evening run 


When our words and works are done 2 


Or wil thy all-ſurprizing light 
Break at midnight ? 


When either ſleep, or ſome dark pleaſure 
Poſſeflcth mad man without mealure ; 
Or ſhal theſe early, fragrant hours 


Unlock thy bowres ? 
And with their bluſh of light deſcry 


Thy locks crown'd with crternitie; 
Indeed, ir is the only time 


Thar with thy glory doth beſt chime, 


All now are ſtirring, ev'ry field 


Ful hymns doth yield, 
The whole Creation thakes off night, 
And for thy ſhadow looks the lighr, 
Stars now vaniſh without numbe.”, 
Slcepic Planets ſcr, and ſlumber, 
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The purſie Clouds disband, and ſcatter, 

All expe& ſome ſudden marter, 

Nor one beam triumphs, bur from far 
Thar morning-ſtar 3 


O ar what time ſoever thou 

(Unknown to us, ) the heavens wilt bow, 
And, with thy Angels in the V az, 
Deſcend ro Judge poor careleſs man, 
Grant, I may nor like puddle lie 

In a Corrupt ſecuritic, 

Where, if a traveller water crave, 

He finds ir dead, and in a grave ; 

Bur as this reſtleſs, vocall Spring 

All day, and night doth run, and fing, 
And though here bora, yer is acquainted 
Elſewhere, and flowing —_ untainted 
So let me all my buhie age 

In thy free ſervices ingage, 


And though (while here) of force I muſt 
Have Commerce ſomtimes with poor duſt, 
And in my fleſh, _ vie, and low, 


Asthis doth in her C I, flow, 
Xer let my Courſe, my aym, my Love, 
And chicf intance be above ; 
So when thar day, and hour ſhal come 
In which thy ſelt wil be the Sun, 
Thou'lr find me dreſt and on my way, 
Watching the Break of thy great day. 


Or Sacred PLaMs, 


Admiſhon. 


Ow ſhril are filent tears? when fin got head 
And all my Bowels turn'd 

To brafle, and iron ; when my ſtack lay dead, 

And all my powers mourn'd; 
Then did theſe drops ( for Marble ſweats, 
And Rocks haye _ 

As rain here at our windows bears, 

Chide in thine Ears : 


2. 
No quiet couldſt thou have : nor didſt thou wink, 
And ler thy Begger lie, , 
Bur e*'r my cics could overflow their brink 
Didſt to cach —_— ; 
Bowels of Love ! at what low rate, 
And ſlighs a price 
Doſt thou relieve us at thy gate, 
And ſti] our Cries + 


3. 
Wee are thy Infants, and fuck thee ; If thou 
Bur hide, or curn thy face, 
Becauſe where thou art, yer, we cannor go, 
We ſend tears tothe place, 
Theſe find thee out, and though our fins 
Drove thee away, 
Yerwith thy love that abſence wins 
Us double pay, | 


4+ 
KO give me then a thankful heart ! a heart 
n. After thy own, nor mine ; 
$0 after thine, that all, andey'ry parr 
Of mine, may wait 08 thine ; 


 x& Silex Scintillans 


O hear ! yer not my tears alone, 
Hear now a floud 

A floud that drowns both tears, and grones, 
My Saviours bloud. 


Praiſe, 


K's of Comforts ! King of life ! 
Thou haſt cheer'd me, 

And when feats, and doubts were rife, 
Thou haſt cleer'd me ! 


Nox a nook in all my Breaſt 
Bur thou fil'R ir, 

Nor a thought, that breaks my reſt, 
Bur thou kilP ir; 


Wherefore with my utmoſt ſtrengrh 
I wil praiſe thee, 
And as thou giv'ſt line, and length, 


I wil raiſc thee 


Day, and night, not once a day 
. I will blefle thee, 
And my ſoul in new arra 
| I will dreflc thee ; 


Not one minute in the year 
Bur I'l mind thee, 

As my ſcal, and bracelet here 
I wil bind thee 3 


In thy word, as if in heaven 
I wil reſt me, \ 
And thy promiſe *til maae even 
There ſhall feaſt we, 


Then 


hen, thy ſayings all my life 
OY They ſhal pleaſe me, 
And thy bloudy wounds, and ſtrife 
They wileaſe me ; 


Wirth thy ramen my daily breath 
W1 re 
And my life hid in thy death 
 __ Iwilltreafure. 


h then thou arr 


Paſt thought of heart 
All perfe fulneſs, 
And canft no whit 
Accefle admir 
From duſt and dulneſs ; 


Yer to thy name 
( as nor the ſame 
With thy bright Eflence,) 
Our foul, Clay hands 
; Arrthy Commands 
Bring praiſe, and Incenſe ; 


If then, dread Lord, 
_. Whentothy board 
Thy wretch comes begging, 
He hath a flowre ) 
Or ( to his , 
Some ſuch poor Otfring ; 


—_ thou haſt made 
Thy r glad, 
And fill'd his boſons, © 


Ler him (though poor,) 


Strow at thy door 
That one poor Bloſlome, 
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Oo Thou that loveſt a pure, and whirend ſoul ! 

Thar feedſt amorg the Lillies, 'rill cheday 
Break, and the ſhadows flee - couch with one Coal 
My frozen heart ; and with, thy ſectch key 1 


Open my deſolate rooms ; my gloomie Breſt 
With thy cleer fire refine, burning to duſt 
Theſe dark Confufions that within me neſt, 
And ſoyl thy Temple with a Gatul muſt, 


Thou holy, harmleſs, undefil'd high-prict ! 

The perfe&, ful oblarion for all fin, 

Whoſe glorious conqueſt nothing can re | 
But evenin babes doeſt triumph Kill and win 


Give tothy wretched ane 
Thy myſticall C ” 
Thar,abſcar, he may ſe, 
Live, die, and riſe with thee ; 
Let him fo follow here, chat inthe end += ©. 
He may take thee, as thou doeſt him intend, 


Give him thy private ſeal 
Earneſt, and ſign ; Thy gifts ſo deal 
Thar theſe forerugners here 
May make the furure cleer ; 
Whatever thou doſt bid, let faich make good, 
Bread for thy body, and Wine for thy blood. 
Give him (with pitty)} love, - 
Two flowres that grew with thee above; 
Love that ſhal nor admir 


Anger tos one ſhort fir, 
And pitty of ſuch a diyine extent 
That may thy members,more than mine,reſene, Sha 
ei fr 1 


Gin 
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Give me, my God! thy grace, 
The beams, and br right of thy face, 
Thar never like 2 
I rake thy ſacred feaſt, 
Or the dread myſteries of thy bleſt bloud ' — - 
uſe, with like » as —— \ 
Some fit rochae, | 
Thy bedy as their Common meat, 
O fer notme do fo? 
Poor duſt ſhould ly ftill low 
Then kneel my foul, and bady ; knock, cud-bowy 
If Saine, and {ngels ial down, much more chew. 


EN” "I 


—  _— 


Eafter-day. 


Hou, whaſc ad hears, and weping had hes low, 
T Whoſe Cloudy brek cald dam has 
Who never feel'ſt the Sen 2 thy briay, 

Bur fur't oppicded ache ſhade, ;t2 


Awake, awake, - 
And in his ReſurreQion partake, 


Who on this day (that thou mighr'ſt riſe as he,) 
Roſe up, and cancell'd rwo deaths due to thee. 


Awake, awake ; and, fikerhe Sun, diſperſe * 
All miſts chat would uſurp this day ; 

Wheze arc thy Palmes, thy branches, and.thy verſe 7 
Hoſazns ! heark ; why doeft thou Say > 

| Ariſe, arifſe,- - 

And with his beali Heng anoint thine Eys, 
Thy inward Eys ; his bloud will ure thy mind, 
. , Whole ſpintle only cena ns the blind. 


— —.._ 


"= *y 


Stlex Scintillans 
Eaſter Hymn. 


Eath, and darkneſs cking; 
Dian now to mh hole - 
All your triumphs now are ended, © 
And what Adam marr'd, is mended ; 
Graves are beds now for the weary, ' 
Death a nap, to wake more merry ; 
Youth'now, full of pious duty, 

Sceks in'thee for perfeR beaury, - 
The weak, and aged tir'd, with length 
Of daies, from thee look for new ſtrength 
And Infants with thy pangs Conteſt 
As ant, as if with the breſt ; 
hem, unto him, who thus hath thrown 

(* Ever to Contempt thy kingdome down, 
And by his blood did us adyance 
Unto his own Inherirance, c 
To him be , power, prai 
From this, go laſt of daics. 


| The Holy Communion, | 


\WElcome fweer, and ſacred feaſt ; welcome life ! 
| Dead I was, and deep in trouble ; 
Bur grace, and ble{ſings came with thee ſo rife, 
That they haye quicken'd even dric ſtubble 
Thus foules their bodies animare, 
And thus, ar firſt, when things were rude, 
Dark, void, and Crude 
They, by thy Word, their beauty had, and date ; 
» LO0 All —_—_ 
And ſtil muſt be, 
Nothing 
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Nothing thar is, or lives, 
But hath his Quicknings, and reprieves 
As thy hand opes, or ſhuts ; 
Healings, and Cuts, 
Darkneſs, and day-light, life, and death 
Are bur mee leaves turn'd by thy breath. 
Spirirs withour thee die, 
And blackneſs firs 
On the divyineſt wits, 
As on the Sun Eccliples lie, 
Bur tha great darkneſs at thy death - 
When the veyl broke with thy laſt breath, 
Did make us ſce 
The way to thee 
And now by theſe ſure ſacred ries, 
Aftcr thy blood. 
(Our ſoy'rain good,) 
Had clear'd our cies, 
And given us ſight ; 
Thou doſt unto thy ſelf berroth 
Our ſouls, and bodies both 
In everlaſting light. 


ven us cies 
hen we had none, but thou muſt alſo rake 
Us by the hand 
And keep us ſtill awake, 
When we would ſleep, 
Or from thee creep, 
Who without thee cannor ſtand > 


'as't nor enough that thou hadſt payd the price 
And # 


Was't nor enough to loſe th breath 
And blood by an accurſed death, 
Bur chou muſt alſo leave 


= To = _ rr | 
ce of them both, theſe ſcals the means 
That ſhould both —_ M Be, 

F *:...- Mo 
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And keep us fo, 
Who wrought thy wo ? 
O roſe of Sharon ! O the Lilly 
Of the valley / 
How are thou now, thy flock to keep, 
Become both ſued, and Shephcard to thy ſhee p! 


Palin 127. 


11P ro thoſe bright, and gladſome hils 
Whence flowes my weal, and mirth, 

T look, ayd ſigh for him,who tils 
(Unſcen,) both heaven,and earth. 


He is alone my help,and hope, 
char I ſhall nor be moved, 

His watchful Eye is ever ope, 
And guardeth his beloved; 


The glorious God is my ſole ſtay, 
2 is my Sun, and ſhade, 
The cold by night, the hear by day, 
Neither ſhall me invade, 


He keeps me from the ſpite of foes, 
Doch all their plots controul, 
And is a ſhicld (nor reckoning thoſe,) 

Unto my very ſoul. 


Whether abroad, amidſt che Crewd, 
Or cls within my door, 

He is my Pillar, and my Cloud, 
Now, and for evermore, 


AMiQiodl 
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AMiQion, 


DF*%; peace ; Ir is not ſo, Thou doeſt miſcall 
Thy Phyſick ; Pils chart change 
Thy fick Accefſions into ſerled health, 
hs This is the great K{;xi7 that turns gall 
To wine,and ſweerneſs; Poycrry to wealth, 
And brings man home, when he doth range. 
Did nor he, who ordain'd the day, 
Ordain night roo ? 
And inthe greater world diſplay 
Whar in the leſſer he would do ? | 
All fleſh is Clay, thou know'ſt ; and but that God 
Doth uſe his rod, 
And by a fruirſull Change of troſts, and ſhowres 
Cheriſh, and bind thy pow'rs, 
Thou wouldſt ro weeds,and thiſtles quire diſperſe, 
And be more wild than is thy verſe ; 
Sickneſs is wholſome, and Crofles are but curbs 
To check the mule, unruly man; 
They are heavens husbandry, the famous fan 
Purging the floor which Chat diſturbs, 
Were all che year one conſtant Sun-ſhine, wee 
ſhould have no flowres, 
All would be drought; and leannefs ; not a tree 4 
would make us bowres ; 
Beaury conſiſts in colours ; and thar's beſt 
Which is nor faxr, bur flies, and flowes -* 
The ſcrtled Ked is dull, and whites that reſt 
Something of ſickneſs would diſcloſe, 
Viciflitude plaies all-the game, 
nothing that ſtirrs, 
Or hath a name, 
Bur waits upon this wheel, 
Kingdomes too have their Phyſick. and for ſteel, 
Exchange their pure and furrs, 
, 2 


110! 
Thus 


———_— _ = —— ® * =_ 
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And tempeſts have mere in them than a thowr. 


S:lex Scintillons 


Thus doth; God Key diſforder'd man 
(which noneelſe can,) - 

Tuning his breſt ro riſe, or fall ; 

And by a ſacred, needfull art 

Like ſtrings, ſtretch ev'ry pare 

Making the whole moſt Muſficall. 


L— — ——— 


The Tempeſt. 


Ow is man parcell'd out ? how ev'ry hour 
Shews him himſelf, or fomthing he ſhould ſee > 
This late, long heat may his InftruQtion be, 


when natave on ber boſome ſup 
Her Infants due, 

And all ber flowies wither'd to flraw, 
H.r breſts grown aby ; 

She made the Earth the nurſe, 6 tomb, 
Szgb to the 5hy, 

'Ti4 to thoſe ſicker ferch'd from ber womb 
Rain did reply, 

Se iz the midſt of all ber fears 
And famt requeſts 

Her F arneſt ſighes procur'd bertear's 
And fill'd ber breſts. 


O thatman could do ſo ! that he would hear 
The world read to him ! all the vaſt expence 
Inthe Creation ſhed, and flay'd to ſence 

Makes up bur leRures for his cie, and ear, 


Sure, mi love foreſceing the diſcent 
( ef ; 


O r Creature, by a gracious art 
Hid in theſe low thi ro gain his hear, 
And layd furprizes in cach Element. 


All 
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All rhings there ſhew him heaven ; waters thar fall 

Chide, and fly up ; A/ts of corrupreſt forme 

Quir their firſt beds & mount;rrees, herbs,flowres,all 
Striveupwards ſtil, and point him the way home. 


How do they caſt off racy > only Earth, 


And Maz (like Iſſachar) in lodes delight, 
Warer's refin'd tro Motion, Aire ro Light, * Light, 
—_ Fire to all * three, but man hath no ſuch mirth.r _— 


Plants in the root with Earth do moſt Comply, 
Their Leafs with water, and humidirie, 
The Flowres to air draw neer, and ſubriltie, 
I And ſeeds a kinred fire have with the sky. . 


All have their hejes, and ſer aſcents ; bur man 
Though he knows theſe, and hath more of hjs own, 
Sleeps artthe ladders foot ; alas! what can 

Theſe new diſcoveries do, except they drown ? 


Thus groveling in the ſhade, and darkneſs, he 
Sinks ro a dead obliyion ; and though all 
He ſees, (like Pyramids,) ſhoot from this ball 
And leſs'ning ſtill grow up inyifibly, 


Yet hugs he ſtil his durr ; The ff he wears 
And painted trimming takes down 'borh his cies, 
Heaven hath leſs beauty than the duſt he ſpics, 
And money better muſick than the Sphcres. 


Life's bur a blaſt, he knows ir ; whar ? ſhal ſtraw, 
And bul-ruſh-ferrers remper his ſhort hour ? 
Muſt he nor fip,nor fing ? grows ne'r a flowx 

Tocrown his temples ? hal dreams be his law ? 


O fooliſh man ! haw haſt tho loſt chy ſighs ? 
How is it thatthe Sun to thee alone 
4a darkneſs, and thy bread, a ſtone 2? 

Hath 


_ no ſoftneſs now ? mid-day no light ? 
F 3 Lord ! 
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Lord ! thou didſt pur a ſoul here ; If I muſt 

Be broke again, for flints will give no fire 
- Withoura ſtcel, O ler thy power cleer 
Thy gift once more, and grind this flint to duſt ! 


i. 


Retirement. 


WW Hoon yon throne of Azure fits, 
Keeping cloſc houſe 
Above the morning-ſtarre, 
Whoſe meaner ſhowes, 
And outward utenfils theſe gloricy are 
Thar ſhine and ſhare 
Part of his manſion ; He one day 
Vhen I went quite aſtray 
- Our of meer love 
By his mild Doye 
Did ſh:w me home, and put me inthe. way, 


Z, 


Let it ſuffice ar lengrh thy firs 
And luſts ( faid hc,) 
Have had their wiſh, and way ; 
Prefle not to be + 
Still thy own foe. and mine ; for to this day 
1 did delay, 
And wou!d not ſee, bur choſe to wink, 
Nay, at the very brink 
' Andedype of all | 
When thou wou!dſt fall. He. 
My love-twift held thee up, my unſeen link. 
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3. 
I know thee well; for I have fram'd 
And hare thee nor, . 
Thy ſpirit too is mine ; 
{ know thy lor, 
— [Extent,andend, for my hands drew the line 
Aſſigned thine ; 
If then thou would'ſt unto my ſear, 
'Tis nor th'applauſe, and fear 
Of duft, and clay 
Leads to that way, - 
But from thoſe follies a reſoly'd Retrear. 


4+ 
Now here below where yet untam'd 
Thou doeſt thus rove 
I have a houſe as well 
As there aboye, 
Init my Name, and honowr both do dwell 
And ſhall unrill 
I make all new ; there nothing gay 
In perfumes, or Array, 
Duſt lies with duſt 
And harh bur juſt | 
The ſame ReſpeR, and room, with ev'ry clay. 


5. 
A faithful fchool where thou maiſt ſce 
In Heraldrie 
Of ſtones, and ſpeechleſs Earth 
Thy true deſcent ; 
tere dead men preach,who can turn feaſts,and mirth 
To funerals, and Lent. 
There duſt that our of doors might fll 
Thy eiecs, and blind thee ſill, 
Is faſt aſleep ; 
0 Upchen, and keep 
thin thoſe doors, (my doors) doſt hear 2 1 will. 
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Love, and Diſciplige, 


gInce in a land not barren til 
(Becauſe thou doſt thy grace diſtil,) 
My lott is faln, Bleſt be thy will ! 


And fnce theſe biting froſts bur kil 
Some tares in me which choke, or. ſpil 


Thar ſeed thou ſcw'ſt, Bleſt be thy $kil ! 


Bleſt be thy Dew, and bleſt thy froſt, 
And happy I to be ſo croſt, 
And cur'd by Crofles at thy coſt. 


The Dew doth Cheer what is diſtreft, 
The froſts ill weeds nip, and moleft, 
In both thou work'ſ unto the beſt. 


- 


Thus while thy ſey'ral mercies plot, 
And work on me now cold, now hor, 


The work goes on, and ſlacketh nor, 


For as thy hand the weather fteers, 
So thrive I beſt, 'twixr joyes, and tears, 
And all the year have ſome grean Ears. 


The Pilgrimage. 


S rravellours when the twilight's come, 
And in the sky the ſtars appear, 
The paſt daics accidents do ſumme 


With, Thus wee ſaw there, and thus bere. 
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hon acob-like lodge in a 
_— nr mags_arey wt down,) 
Clay pope reſtore 


NE Reino Eien 


I linger here 
iq grief 


So for this nil 
And full ofx 


the race 


Exped ſtilwhen thou wilt appear 
That] mores up, and go. 


I lon 
For 


adateet brands _ 


Gee 


and 


yu and grieve for thee, 


my words, m rears do guſh, 
Bo ee dw? rfirt. 
Is all the note within my Buſh, 


As Birds rob'd of their native wood, 
Alrhou 
Yernci 


h their Diet may be 


r ling, nor hi 


So do I mourn, and hang my 


And 


Yer look 


th 


SA ee, 


their 


for far better bread 
Becauſc by this man cannot live. 


O feed methen ! and fince I may 
Have yet more days gnore nighrs ro 
So ſtrengthen me, Lord,all the way, 
Thar I may cravel to thy Mount, 


Heb. Cap. 
And they Conſeſed, that they were Gm F, 


01 the earth, 


x1, ver. 13 


Ir, 


end Pilgrime 
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The Law, and the Goſpel. 


L Ord, when thou didſt on Sind picch 
And ſhine from Paray, when a firie Law 
Pronounc'd with thunder, and thy threats did thaw 
Thy Pcoples hearts, when alkthy weeds were rich 
And Ina le for li R 
Terrour, and -_ t, 
How did fleſh (which after thou didſt weare,) 
hen faint, and fear ! 
Thy Choſen flock, like leafs in a high wind, 
Whiſper'd obedience, and- their heads Inclin'd, 


2, 


But now fince we to Sion came, 
And thruugh thy bloud thy glory ſee, 
With filial Confidence we. touch ev'n thee ; 
And where the other mount all clad in flame, 
And threatning Clouds would not ſo much 
As *bide rhe touch, 
We Climb up this, and have too all the way 
Thy hand our ſtay, 
Nay, thou tak'ſt ours, and (which ful Comfort brings ) 


Thy Dove too bears us on her ſacred wings. 


3». 


Yer fince man is a very brute 
And after all thy Acts of grace doth kick, 
Slighting that health thou gav'ſt, when he was ſick, 
Be nor diſpleas'd, If I, who have a ſure 

To thee each houre, beg ar thy door 

* For wr one more ; . 

nr in me thy Goſpel, and thy Law 

Op Both Faith, and Awe; CP 


p 
) 


$) 
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So rwiſt them in my hearr, that ever there 
I may as wel as Love, find too thy fear ? 


4- 


Let me nor ſpil, but drink thy bloud, 
Not hreak thy fence, and by a black Exceſs 
w 


91 


Force down a Juſt Curſe, thy hands would bleſs ; 


Let me nor ſcarrer, and deſpiſe my food, 
Or nail thoſe bleſſed limbs again 
" Which bore my pain ; 
$o Shall thy mercies flow : for while I fear, 
I know, thaw'lr bear, | 
But ſhould thy mild Injun&ion nothing move me, 
I would both think, and Judge I did not love thee. 


John Cap. 14, ver. 15. 
If ye love me, keep my Commandements. 


” T— 


The World. 


] Saw Eternity the other night 
Like a grear Kg of pure and endleſs light, 
All calm, as it was bright, 
And round beneath it, Time in hours, days, years 
Driv'n by the ſpheres 
Like a vaſt ſhadow. mov'd, In which the world 
And all her train were hurP'd ; 
The Po Lover in his queinteſt ſtrain 
id their Complain, 
Neer him, his Lute, his fancy, and his flights, 
Wirs fo our delights , | 
With gloves, and knots the filly ſnares of pleaſure 
Yer his dear Treaſure 
All ſcatter'd lay, while he his cys did pour 
Upon a flowr, 


The 
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2. 


Thedarkſome States-man hung with weights and woe 
Like a thick midnight-fog moy'd there ſo flow 
He did nor ſtay, nor go ; | 
.Condemning (like fad Ecclipſes) ſcowl 
bog 
And CI of crying witnefles withour 
ard the Mole, and Lf bis ways be found 
Yer dig” ole, is 
"s Workt under Fg 
Where he did Clutch his prey, but one did ſee 
Thar policie : 
Churches and alrars fed him, Perjurics 


Were gnats and flies | 
Ir rain'd bn blond and rears, bur he 
Drank them as free. 


3. 


The fearfull miſer ona heap of ruſt 
Sate pining all his life there, did ſcaxce truſt 
His own hands with the duſt, 
Yer would not place one pecce above, bur lives 
In feare of theeves. 
Thouſands there were as frantick as himſelf 
And hug'd cach one his pelf, 
The ys Epicure plac'd heay'n in ſenſe 
And ſcornd prerence | 
While others ſlipt into a wide E xcefle 
Said Ltle lefle 3 
The weaker fort ſlight, rriviall wares Inſlave 
Who think them brave, 
And poor, deſpiſed truth ſate Counting by 
Their viRory, 
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d yee Yet ſome, who all this while did weep and fing, ud 


And and weep, ſoar'd up inzothe King, 
fer nl uſe no oo 
© fools (ſaid I,) rhus ro prefer dark night 
ore true light, 
Tolive in grots, and caves, and hate the day 
Becaulc it ſhews the way, 
The way which from this dead and dark abode 8 
rm nr - =>. OR Sug, and be 
A way where ighr t 
Maze beightehan he. 
Bur as I did their madnes fo diſcufle 
= whiſper'd ef | 
This Ring the Bride-groome did for none proxnde 
But ſor bus bride, 
John Cap. 2, ver.16, 17. 
All that i in the world, the laſt of the feſh, the luft of the 
_—_ the pride of bife, as not of the ſather, re 
world, 


And the wa ld h ov and the tuſts thereof, but be 
that doth the al God abiduh for eve, 


———_ i I —_— — 


The Mutinie. 


\WEary of this ſame Clay, and ftraw, 1 laid 
Me down to breath, and cafting in my heart 

The after-burthens, and gri:fs yer to come, 

The heavy ſum i 


50 ſhook my breſt, thar (fick and fore diſmai'd) 
Ye My choughs, like water which ſome ſtone doch ſtare 


Did 
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Nid quit their troubled Channel, and retire 
| Unto the banks, where,ſtorming ar thoſc;/bounds, 
They murmur'd fore z Burt I, who felt them boyl 
And knew their Coy], | | 
Turning to him, who made poor ſand to tire 
And rame proud waves, If yet theſe barren grounds 
And thirſtie brick muſt be (ſaid 1) 
My taske, and Dcſtinic, 


2. 


Ler me fo ftrive and ſtruggle with thy foes 
(Nor thine alone, but mine too,) that when all 
Their Arts and force are built unto the height 
Thar Babel-weighr 

May prove thy glory, and their ſhame; ſo Cloſe 
And knit me rothee, Thatthough in this vale 
Of fin, and death I ſojourn, yer one Eic 

look to thee, To rhee the finiſher 


Ma 
And Authol of faith ; ſo ſhew mc home 
Thar all chis fome 
And frothic noiſe which up and down doth flis 
May find no lodging in mine Eie, or Eare, 
O ſcalthemup ! thar theſe may flic 
Like other tempeſts by. 


3. 


Not bur I know thou haſt a ſhorter Cur 
To bring me home, than through a wildernes, 
A Sea, or Sands and Serpents , Yer fince thou 

(As thy words 520% | 
Though in this deſarr I were whaly ſhur, — 
Canſt light and lead me there with ſuch rcdreſs 
Thar no decay ſhal rouch me ; O be pleas'd ©: 
To fix my ſteps, and wharſoever p | 
Thy ſacred and erernal wil decreed 

For thy bruis'd reed 
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O give ir ful obedience, that fo ſeiz'd 
Ot all Ihave, I may nor move thy wrath 
Nor grieve thy Dove, bur ſefr and mild 
Both live and die thy Child. 


| Revyel. Cap. 2; ver. 17. : 

To bim that overcometh wil I give to ea'e of the bidden 
Manna, and I wil give him a white ſtone, aud ia the ſione a 
new name written, which yo man knoweth, ſaving be that 
recerveth jt, 


— 


The Conſtellarion. 


Air, order'd lights (whoſe motion without noifc 

F Reſcmbles thoſe true Joys 

Whoſe ſpring is on that hil where you do grow 
And we here taſt ſometimes below,) 


With what exa@ obcdience do you move 
Now beneath, and how above, 
And in your vaſt progreſſions overlook 
The darkeſt night, and cloſeſt nook ! 


Some nights I ſee you in the gladſome Eaſt, 
ome others ncer the Weſt, ' '' © 
And when I cannot ſce, yerdo you thine 
And tear about your endles line. 
Silence, and light, and watchfulnes with you 
Attend and wind the Clue, © *. rr 
No ſleep, nor ſloth aflailes you, bur poor intin © © 
Sull either ſleeps, or flips his ſpan, ' 


SOEy: %9P 


He grops benearh here, and with reſtleſs Care 
Firſt makes, then hugs a ſnare, - + 
Adores dead duſt, ers heart on Corne and graſs 
But icldom doth make heay' his glaſs. 
Muſick 
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Muſick and mirth (if chere be muſick hete) 
Take up, and rune his year, 
Theſe things are Kin to him, and muſt be had, 
Who kneels, or ſighs a life is mad. t 
Perhaps ſome nights hee'l watch with you, and peep þ 


Dares know Efte&s, and Judge em = before, 
When th' herb he treads knows muc , much more, C 


Bur ſeeks he your Obedience, Order, Light, A 
Your calm and wel-train'd flight, 
Where, though the glory differ in cach ſtar, 
Yer is there peace ſtill,and no war : 


Since plac'd by him whocalls you by your names 
Tad fixt there all your bc 
Withour Command you never aQed ought 
And then you in your Courſes fought. 


Bur here Commiſſion'd by a black ſelf-wil 
The ſons the father kil, 
The Children Chaſe the morher, and woy1d heal 


The wounds they give, by crying, zecale. 


Then Caſt her mu, end nan opted beck k: 
Where they for faſhion look, | 

And like that Lamb which had the Dragons voice * 
Seem mild, bur are known by their noiſe, 


was mtr 
ve w ars, 
Whichfor rheſc miſts, and black days were reſery'd, 
Whar time we from our firſt love ſwery'd. 


Yer O for his ſake who firs now by thee 
All crown'd with vicory, 


ſ 


Or Sacred Poemr, 
$o guide us through this Darknes, that we may 
Be more and more in love with day; 


Settle, and fix our hearrs, that we may move 
In order, peace, and love, | 
And taught obedience by thy whole Creation, 
Become an humble, holy nation, 


Give tothy ſponſe her perfe&, and-ptre dreſs, 
beauty and h4ltne/s, | 
And ſo repair theſe Rents, that men nay ſee 
And ſay, where God 4, all agree. 


—m—_— au wt At dren lk... Mons th. ton th a tht Yr Q 


4 


The Shephearde; 


(Weer, hatmles lives ! (on whoſe holy leiſure 
Waits Innocence and pleaſure,) | 
Whoſe leadets to thoſe paſtures, and cleer ſptings, 
Were Patriarths, Saints, and Kings, 
How happend itthae in che dead of night 
You only ſaw true Jighr, 
While P -{cſtinc was faſt a ſleep; arid lay 
Without one thought of Day 
Vas it beeaafe thoſe firſt and bleſſed ſfwains 
Were pilgrims on thoſe plains 
Vhenthey reeelv'd the promiſe, for which now 
*[ was there fiſt ſhown to you 2 
Tis true, hit loves that Duſt whereon they go 
A ] —— here below, - 
Ind therefore tor memoty of thoſe 
His love there firſt diſcloſe ; 
ut wretched Salew once his love, muſt now 
No voice, not viffonknow, 
G 
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Her ftarely Piles wich all cheir height and pride 
Now languiſhed and died, 

And Bethlems humble Corts above them ſtepr 
While all her Seers ſlept; 

Her Cedar, firr, hew'd ſtones and gold were all 
Polluted through their fall, 

And thoſe once ſacred manſions were now 
Mcer emprineſs and ſhow 

This made the call at reeds and thatch, * 
Yer where the ſhepheards watch, 

And Gods own lodging { though he could not lack,) 
To be a common Kach ; 

No coſtly pride, no ſoft-cloath'd luxurie 

- Inthoſe thin Cels could lic, 
Each ſtirring wind and ſtorm blew through their Cors , 


Which never harhour'd plots, V 
Only Content, and love, and humblejoys A 
Lived there withour all noiſe, Ic 
Perhaps ſame harmlefs Cares for the next day = LL 
Did in their boſomes play, W 
As where to lead their ſheep, whe filent nook, 4 ir 


Whar ſprings or ſhades to look, 

Bur that was all ; And now with gladſome care 
They for the rown prepare, 

They leave their flock, and in a bulie ralk 
All rowards Betblem walk : 

To ſee their ſouls great ſhepheard, who was come 
To bring all ſtraglers home, 

Where now they find him out, and taught before 
wu _ - God adore, ——_ " 

That Lamb whoſe daics great Kings rophexs wiſh! 
And long'd to fe” bur wiſe. 

The firſt > bros kan beheld was bright and gay 
And turn'd their night to day, 

Butto this later lighr they ſaw in him,' 
Their day was dark, and dim, 


Miſer 
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Miſery. 


| Ord, bind me up, and let me lye 
A Pris'ner to my liberric, 

If ſuch a ſtare at all can be 
As an Impris'ment ſcrving thee z 
The wind, though garher'd in thy fiſt, 
Yerdoth it blow ſtjl where ir liſt, 
And yet ſhouldſt thou ler go thy hold 
Tholc g guſts might quarrel and grow bold. 

As waters here, head! looſe 
The lower grounds ſtil chaſe, and chooſe, 
Where ſpreading all the way ſeek 
And ſearch outey'ry hole, and Creek; 
So my ſpilt thoughes winding from thee - 
Take the down-rode to vanitie , | 
Where they all ſtray and ſtrive, which ſhal 
Find our the firſt and ſteepeſt fal ; 
Icheer their flow, giving ſupply 
To what's already grown too high, 
And having thus perform'd tha parte 
Feed on thoſe vomirs of my hearr. 
I break the fence my own hands made 

hen lay thar treſpaſle in the ſhade, 
dome fig-leafs ſtil I do deviſe 
if thou hadſt nor ears, nor Eyes, 
xcefle of friends, of words, and wine 
vid ak up my day, while thou doſt ſhine 
unregarded, and thy buok 
ath not ſo much as one poor look. 
f thou ſteal in amidſt the mirch 
ind kindly tel me, 1 am Earth, 
ſhur thee our, and ler that Clip, 
h Muſick ſpoils good - 

2 


( 6 Thus 
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Thus wretched I, and moſt unkind, 
Exclude my dear God from my mind, 
Exclude him thence, who of that Cel 


Would make aCourr,ſhould he there dwel. = 


He goes, he yiclds ; And troubled fore 
His holy ſpirit grieves therefore, 

The mighty God, th crernal _ 

Doth grieve for Duſt, and Duſt doch ſing. 
Bur I goon, haſte ro Deveſt 

My ſelf of reaſon, rill oppreſt 

And buried in my ſurfeics 1 

Prove my own ſhame and miſcrie. 

Next day I call and cry for thee 

Who ſhouldſt not then: come neer to me, 
Bur now it is thy ſervants pleaſure 

Thou muſt (and 

Thou doſt, chou com'ſt, and in a ſhowr 
Of healing ſweets thy (elf doſt powr 
Into my wounds, and now thy grace 

( I know ir wel,) fils all the place 

I fir withthee by this new light, | 
And for that hour th'art my delight, 
No man can more the worid defi 
Or thy great mercies betrer prize. 

I School my Eys, and ſtrily dwel 
Within the Circle of my Ce 

That Calm and filence arc my Joys 
Which to thy peace are but meer noiſe. 
Ar length I fcel my head co ake, 

My fingers Itch, and burh w rake 
Some new Imployment, I begin 

To {wel and fome and fter within. 

© The Aze, the preſent times are 
© To [audge in, and embrace a 
«© Action and bloud now et the game, 
«- D:ſdein tieads on the ptaceſi! name, 


doſt) give him his meaſuce- 


—_ Mt A. 


I J- - T EI ll: 


Or ſacred Poems. Ion 


© who ſit s' at bars tae bears a toade 
& Greater than thaſe that gad abroad. 
Thus do I make thy. gifts giv'a me 
The only quarrellexs with thee, 
I'd looſe thoſe knots thy hands did tie, 
Then would go travel, fight ar die. 
Thouſands of wild and waſte Infuſions 
Like waves beat on my reſolutions, 
As flames abour their fuel run 
And work, and wind til all be done, 
Somy fierce ſoul buſtles abour 
And never reſts til all be our. 
Thus wilded by a peeviſh hearr 
Which in thy muſick bears no parr 
I ſtorm ar thee, calling my peace 


A Leary; and meer diſeaſe, 

Nay, thoſe bright beams ſhot fram thy eys 

Tocalm me in theſe mutinics | 

I ſtile meer tempers, which take place 

Ar fome ſer times, bur arc thy grace. 

* Such is mans life, and ſuch is mine 

The worſt of men, and yer ſtil chine, 

Stil thine thou know'ſt, and if not © 

Then give me over ra my tae, 

Yer fince as calie *cis for thee 

To make man good, as bid him be, 

And with one glaunce (could he that gain, ) 

To look him our af all his pain, 

O ſend me from thy haly hil 

So much of ſtr z aS may fulfil 

All thy delight (whar e'r they be) 

And ſacred Inſtirures in me ; 

Open my rockie heart, and fil 

It with obedience to thy wil, . 

Then ſeal jr up, thar as none ſce, 

mas drone "a WS 0 
3 
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O hear my God ! hear him, whoſe bloud 
Speaks more and berter far my good ! 
O ler my Crie come to thy throne ! 
My crie not pour'd with tears alone, 
(For tears alone are often foul) 
Bur with the bloud of all my ſoul, 
Wirh ſpirit-ſighs, and carneſt grones, 
Faithful and moſt repenring mones, 
With theſe I cric, and crying pine 
Till thou both mend and make me thine, 


WM 
-" —_—_ —_— OO — 


The Sap, 
(Come ſapleſs Bloſsom, creep not ſtil on Earth 
Forgetting thy firſt birth ; 
*Fis nor from duſt, or if ſo, why doſt thou 
Thus cal and thirſt for dew > 
Ittends not thither, if it doch, why then 
This growth and ftrerch for heav*n > 
Thy root ſucks bur diſcaſes, worms there ſear 
And claim ir for their meat. 
Who plac'd thee here, did ſomething then Infuſe 
Which now can tel thee news. 
There is beyond the Stars an hil of myrrh 
From which ſome drops fal here, 
On ir the Prince of Sa/em firs, who deals 
To thee thy ſecret meals, | 
There is thy Country, and he is the way 
And hath withal the key. 
Yer liv'd he here ſometimes, and bore for thee 
Amworld of miſerie, 
For thee, who in the firſt mans Joyns did fal 
' * Fromthathilcothis vale, L 
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And had not he done, ir is moſt erue 

Two deaths had'bin thy due ; 
Bur going hence, and knowing wel whar woes 

his friends diſcompoſe, 

To ſhew what ſtrange love he had ro our good 
He on his ſacred bloud 
By wil our ſap, and Cordial ; now in this 
Lies a heav'n of bliſs, 
That, who but —_—— it, no decay 

Can touch him any way, 
Such ſecrer life, and vertme in ir lies 

It wil exalr and riſe 
And aRuare ſuch ſpirirs as are ſhed 

Or ready to be dead, 
And bring new too.Ger then this ſap, and ger 

Good ſtore of ir, bur ler 
The vefie] where you pur ir be for ſure 

h Los ol muirgal wa, 

There is at all rimes up) in 
A —_— IR 


I b 
Which only grief and love extra®t ; with this 
Be ſure, and never miſs, 
To waſh your veſlel wel ; Then humbly take 
his balm for ſouls thar ake, 

And one who drank it thus, aflures that you 
Shal find a Joy ſorrue, 

Such perfe& Eaſc, and ſuch a lively ſcnſe 
Of grace againſt all fins, 

That you'l Confeſs the Comfort ſuch, as even 
Brings to, and comes from Heaven. 


G 4 Nunc 
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Mount of Olives, 


Hen firſt I ſaw xrue þeaury, and thy Joys 
Wiaaine as light, and calm withour all noiſe 
Shin'd on my ſoul, ] felr chroyugh all my powr's 
Such a rich air of ſweets, as Evening ſhowrs 
Fand by a gentle gale Convey and breath 
On ſome parch'd bank, crown'd with a flowrie wreath; 
Odors, and Myrrh, and balm in one rich floud 
O'r-ran my heart, and ſpirired wy bloyd, 

My thoughts did ſwim in Comforts, and mine eie 

Confeſt, The world did only paiat and be, _ 

And where before 1 did no ſafe Courle ſteer 

Bur wander'd under tempeſts all the year, 

Went bleak and bare in body as in mind, 

And was blow'n by ey'ry ſtorm and wind, 

I am ſo warm'd now by this glance on me, 

Thar, midſt all ftorms | fegl a Ray of thees _. 

So have | known ſome beauteous U az/ags rilc 

In fuddain flowres and arbours to my Eies, 

And in the depth and dead of winter bring 

To my Cold thoughys a lively ſenſe of ſpring. 
Thus fed by thee, who doſt all beings nouriſh, 

My wither'd leafs again look green and flouriſh, 

I Fine and ſheker underneath thy wing 

Where fick with love } ſtrive thy name x9 ling, 

Thy glorious name ! which grant I may ſo do 

That theſe may be thy Preiſe, and my Joy too, 


To his divine appointments ever cleave, 
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Man. 


Weighing the ſtedfaſtneGs and fiat Y 
Of ſome mean things which here below. refide, 
Where birds like watchful Clocks the noilelels dare = 
And Intercourſe of times divide, 


Where Bees art night get home and hive, and flowrs 
Early, aſwcl as late, * 


Riſe with the tow. and ſer in the ſame bowrs 3 
KY 


WW = % 


| Iwould ( faidI ) my God would give 
The ſtaidneſs of tele ehings to man !for theſe 


And no new buſineſs breaks their peace z 
The birds nor _ nor reap, yee ſup and ding, 
The flowres withour clothes live, 
Yer Solomon was never dreſt fo as. 


3. 
Man hath ſtil cither toyes, or Care 
He hath no root, nor to one place is ty 4d, 


Bur ever reſtleſs and Irregular 
Abour this Earth doth run and ride, 
He knows he hath a home, bur ſcarce knows where, 
He ſayes it is fo tar | 


That he hath _ forgot how to go there, 


4- He 
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He knocks at all doors, ſtrays and roams, 
9 Nay hath not ſo much wir as ſome ſtones have 
Which in the darkeſt nights point totheir homes, 
By ſome hid ſenſe their Maker gave ; 
Man is the ſhurtle, to whoſe winding queſt 


And paflage chrough theſe looms | 
God order'd motion, but ordain'd no reſt. 


ew. 


KY ——————— —_— 


NE A ) | | 

j Walk: the other day (to ſpend my hour,) 

Into a field 
Where I ſomerimes had ſeen the ſoil to yield 

A gallant flowre, 
But Winter new had ruffled all the bowre 

And curious ſtore 

I knew there heretofore, 


2o 
7 Yet I whoſe ſearch lov'd not to and peer- 

ny ani be ade | 
T with m re might be ings 

: —_ this here 6 i ( 
Which, like cold friends, ſees us bur once a year, ; 


And {a the flowre 
Might have ſome other bowre, 


3 Then 
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3. . 


Then _—_ what I could neereſt ſpic 
deed abour 
Thar place where I had ſeen him ro grow our, 
And by and by - | 
] aw the warm Recluſe alone ro lie 
Where freſh and green 
He lived of us unſeen, 


4+ 


Many a queſtion Intricare and rare 
DidI there ſtrow, 
Bur all I could extort was, that he now 
Did there repair 
Such loſſes as befel him in this air 
And would e'r 1 
Come forth moſt fair and young. 


5, 


This paſt, ? threw the Clothes quire o'r this head, 
And ſtung with fear 
Of my own frailry droprt down many a tear 
upon his bed, 
Then fighing whiſper'd, Happy we the dead  . - 
| What prace doth now 
Roch bim aſleep below ? 
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6. 
And yet, how few belicve ſuch dofrine ſprings 


From a poor root 
Which all the Winter ſleeps here under fooe 
And hath no wi 
To raiſe it v9 the eruth and lighe of chings, 
| Buris ſtilrrod | 
By cv'ry wandring clod. 


7. 


O thou ! whoſe ſpirit did ar firſt inflame 
And warm the dead, 
And by a ſacred Incubation fed 
Wirth life this frame 
Which once had neither being, forme, nor name, 
Grant I may ſo 
Thy ſteps track here below, 


Thar in theſe Maſques and ſhadows I may fee 
Thy ſacred way, 
And by thoſe hid afcens climb to that day 
_—_— _ breaks from thee 
art in all things, though invi : 
Shew me thy » bly 3 
Thy MmETCY, love, and caſe, 
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9. 


And from this Care, where dreams and forrows raign. 


Lead me above 


Where Lighr, Joy, Leiſure, andtrue Comforts move 


Wirhour all pain, 


There, hid in bats my ſhew me his life again 


Ar whole dumbe urn 


Thus all the year I moura. 


Bepging. 
Ks of Mercy, King of Love, 


In whom I live,in whom { moye, 
Perfc& what thou haſt begun, 
Lerno night pur our this Sun ; 
Grant may, my chief deſire ! L 
Long for thee, to thee aſpire 


Ten. _ m bloom ef Gem 
fo / 


Be my rt, and thy pr 
That hereafter, when I 
O'r the ſullyed, ſinful book, 
I may find thy hand therein 
Wiping our my ſhame, and fin. 
O it is thy only Arr 
To des a ſtubborn hearr, 
_ fince thine is viRorie, 
Strong holds ſhould belong ro thee ; 


Lord 
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Lord then take ir,leave it not 
Unto my diſpoſe or lor, 
But fince I would not have it mine, 


O my God, let it be thine ! 


Jude ver.24,25. 


Now unto bim that is dble to keep us from falling, and to 
preſent us faultleſs before the preſence of bus glary with 
exctedmng joy, 

To the only wiſe God, our Saviour, be elory, and majeſty, 

Dominion and power, now and ever, Amen, 


o Authors 
PREFACE 


To the following 
HYMNS. 


$282 hath abougd- 
Ak [SR <d with thofe ingenious perions, 
Sa bs a which in the late notion are - 
A LCs termed Wits, is to0 well known. 
SS Many of them having caſt away 
all their fair portion of time, in no better 
imployments, then a deliberate ſearch, Or Cx- 
cogitation of idle words, and a molt vain, -» 
inſatiable defire to be reputed Poets ; _— 
behinde them no other Monuments of tho 
excellent abilities cooferred upon them, bo 
A3 


The Preface, 


4 ww Ts 


ſuch as they may (with a Predeceſſor of 
theirs) rerm Parricides ; and-a foul-killi g 
Iſſue ; for that is the Bpa86oy, and Lauteate 
« Crown, which idle Poms will certainly brug 
co their unrelenting Authors. 

And well it were for them, if thoſe wi 
lingly ſtudied and wilfully-publiſhed vanities 
couid defile no ſpirits, but their own ;- but 
the caſe is far worſe. Theſe Yipers ſyryive 
their Parents, and for _ ages afcer* (lk 
E;idemic diſeaſcs) irifet whole Generations, 
corrupting always and unballowing the beſt 
pifred Sowls, - and the moſt capable Yeſſel:: 
for whoſe ſanRification and well-fare, the 
> nrjoun of God laid down his fe, and 

ered jhe pretious blood of Ris bleſſed and 
innocent heart to be poured ont. In the mean 
time it cannot be denyed, but theſe men 
" are had in remembrance, though we can- 
not ſay with any comfort, Their memorid 
z bleſſ:d ; for, that T may ſpeak no more then 
the truth (ler their paſſionate worſhippers ſay 
what they pl. aſe) all the commendations that 
- canbe juſtly given them. will amount to no 
' more, then what Pru4entizs the Chriftian- 
ſacred Poe: beſtowed upon Symmachs ; 


0, 


_ UI ho 
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The Pyeface, 


Ss moth landere dew: cus ſordida mow- 


ſtra 
Pretulit, & liguidans temeravit crimine 
' Docem; 
Hayd aluer, quam cum raſtris ” tentas 
urns 
Canoſ um verſare ſolum, Oc, ——— 


In Engliſh thus, 


A wit 'moſt worthy in tryed. Gold ro | 


ſhine, | 
Immortal Gold ! had he ſung the ti-* | 

vine | 
Praiſe of his Maker : to whom he pres ; 

ferr'd , 


Odſcene, vile fancies, and hanel 
| marr'd prop! 7 


A rich, / tare ſtile with firiful,” lewd con- 


rents; 
No otherwiſe, then if wich Inſtru- 
ments 


Of poliſh'd Ivory, ſome drudge ſhould ** 


fir 
A dirty ſink, &c. painted 


Os. dipuen aterno tinilum quod Falgea 1 


This. | 


OO ThePrefie, 
This compariſon is nothing odious, and it is 
as true, as it is appoſite ; for a good wit in a bad 
ſubje&, is (as Solomon ſaid of the fair and 
fooliſh woman) Like a jewel of gold in a ſwines 
ſnowt, Prov. 11. 22. Nay, the more acute 
the Author s, there is ſo much the more dan- 
ger and death in the work, Where the Sus. 
is buſic upon a dwg-bill, the 5fue is always - 
ſome unclean vermine. Divers perſons of 
eminent piety and learning (X meddle not with 
the ſeditious and Schiſmatical) have, long bee 
fore my time, takeg notice of this malay ; 
for the complaint againſt vitiovs verſe, even 
by peaceful and abegjent /piriz4, is of ſome 
antiquity in this Kingdom, And yer, as if 
the evil copſequence Fn Gng this 1avererate 
error, were but a ſma ing, there Word 
very lately another prolpergps dewice tn 
pt: mapa * fouls Thoſe thaz want 
the Genius gf per/e, fall to rranfpariug ; gol 
the people are (every term) plegtit - 
niſhed with yarigus F wag 1rities ; 19. that 
aſcivious compoſitions of Frquge 


the mo 
Ital erg. ugtwralized: and made Englifh: 
And ha as it is ſadly: erved) with i 
favor ang ſucgeſs, that yotbing 14kes (34 They 
rightly phrafe 1t) like a Remaxce. Ang very 
frequently (if that (haraFer be not an {vy- 
buſh) the buyer reccives this lewd ware from 
perſons of howor : who want not reaſon to 


forbear, 


had - 
e 
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The Preface; 
forbear, much pou misfortune having 
ſprung from no orher ſeed at firſt, then ſoine 
infet1ous and diſſolving Legend. | 
Tocontinue (after years of diſcretion) in 
this vanity, is an inexcuſable deſertion of pioys 


ſobriety : and to perſiſt to to the end, isa wil- 


ful deſpiſing of Gods ſacred exhortations, by a: 
conſtant, ſenſual volutation or wallowing in 
impure thoughts and ſcurrilous conceits, which 
both defile their Authors, and as many more, 
as they are communicated to. If every idle 
word ſhall be accounted for, and if no corrupt 
communication ſhould proceed out of or mouths, 
how deſperate (I beſecch you) is their condi- 
*ion, who all their life time, and out of meer 
deſign, ſtudy /aſciviousfiftions : then carefully 
record and publiſh them, that inſtead of grace 
and bfe, they may miniſter ſin and death unto 
their readers? It was wiſely conſidered, agd 
piouſly ſaid by one, That he would read no idle 
books ; both inregard of love to his own ſoul, and 
pity unto his that made them, for (ſaid he) if 
1 be corrupted by them, their Compdſer is 
immediatly a Cauſe of my ill : and at the day of 
reckoning (though now dead) muſt give an ac- 
count for it, becauſe 1 am nga by his bad 
example, which he left behinde him ; 1 will write 
none, leſt I hurt them that come after me ; I will 
read none, leſt 1 augment his puniſhment that is 
gone before me, 1 will ye ther write, nor read, 
leſt I prove a foe tomy own ſoul : while I live, 1 
L fin 


{in too much ; let me not continue longer in wicked- 


cenſure by my free corfeſſion I muſt remember, 
| that I my ſelf have for many years together, 
' languiſhed of this very {ckxeſs; and it is no þ 


| ſiſtance ſuppreſt my greateſt follies, and thoſe n 
; noxious, as moſt of that vez uſe to be ; be- 


' and ſome pious mixtures. What I ſpeak of 


| Apology for them, or my ſelf, who am conlc-N 1 
; ous of ſo much gilt in both, as can never be 
; Expiated without ſpeci-l ſorrows,and that cleat- 
| ſing and pretious effu/i.z of my Almighty Re 
; deemer : and if the world will be ſo charitabl, 
| as to grant my requelt, I do here moſt humblyF. . 
| and earneſtiy beg that none would read them 


The Preface, 


neſs, then 1 do mn life, It isa ſentence of ſacred 
authority, that he : hat 5 dead, i freed from ſin; 
becauſe he cannot in that fate, which is with- 
out the body, ſin any more ; but he that writes 
zdle books, makes for himſelf another body, in 
which he always lives, and /i»s (after death) as 
faſt and as foul, as ever he did in his be; 
which very conſideration, deſerves to be a 
ſufficient Antrdote againſt this evil diſeaſe. 
And here, becauſe I would prevent a juſt 


long time ſince I have recovered. But (blel- 
ſed be God for it !) I have by his ſaving af- 


which e.caped from me, are (I think) as in- 
ſides, they are interlined with many virtuous, * 


them, is truth ; but let no man miſtake it for 
an extenuatioa Of faults, as if I intended an 


df 


| The Prefact; oy 

But an idle or ſenſual ſ#b/eft is not all the 
poyſors in theſe Pamphlets, Certain Authors 
ave been ſo irreverendly bold, as to daſh 
> || Scriptures, and the ſacred Relatives of God with 
their impious conceits ; And (which Icannot 
ſpeak withour grief of heart) ſome of thoſe 
deſperate adveaturers may (I think)be reckon- 
ed amongſt the principal or moſt learned Wrj- 
» I ters of Exghſh verſe. 
©} Othersof alater dare, being corrupted (it 
q | Tay be) by that evil Gening, which came in 
"| with the publique/diftraQions, have ſtuffed 
T | their books with Oathes, horrid Execrations, 
7, | and a moſt groſs and ftudied fi/rhineſs. But the 
ef. | £77 that enſues by the publication of pieces ſo 
of. notoriouſly ill, lies heavily upon the Stationers 


them, when they are putinto his hands. No 
he. $2 5 ſodoleful as that gain, thar will endam- 
age the ſoul ; he that prints lewdneſs and im- 
off pieties, is that mad man in the Proverbs, who 
bn Beafteth firebrands, arrows and death. | 
The ſuppreſſion of this pleaſing and prevail- 
ing evi/, lies not altogether in the power of 
the Magiſtrate ; for it will flie abroad in Ma- 
"ſcripts, when it fails of entertainment at the 
preſs. The true remedy lies wholly in thei: 
doloms, who are the gifted perſons, by a wiſe 
hange of vain and vitinus ſubjetts, for dj- 
tine Themes and Celeſtial praiſe. The perform 
B 2 ace 


account, who ought in conſcience to refuſe . 


E* 


The Preface, 


ence is eafie, and were it the moſt difficult in 
the world, the rewatdis ſo glorious, that it 
infinitely tranſcends it : for they (hat turn many 
to righ:eor[ncſs, ſhall ſhine | ke the ſtars for ever 
aud ever : whence follows this undenyable is- 
ference, That the corrupting of many, being a 
contrary work, the recompen/e muſt be ſo too; 
and then | know nothing reſerved for them, 
but the blackneſs of darkneſs for ever ; from 
which (O God !) deliver all penitent and re- 
formed Spirits ! 

The firſt, that with any effeRtual ſucceſs 
attempted a diverſion of this foul and over- 
flowing ſtream, was the bleſſed man , Mr, 
George Herbert, whoſe holy life and verſe 
gained many pious Converts, (of whom I am 
the leaſt) and gave the firſt check toa moſt 
flouriſhing and admired wt of his time. After 
him followed diverſe, --- Sed non paſſibus £qu:: 
they had more of f.zhoz, then force : And the 
rea'on of their {o vaſt 4:/tarce from him, be- 
ſides differing ſþ:rirs and qralificatiors (for his 
meſure was eminent) 1 ſuſpect to be, becauſe 
chey aimed more at verſe, then perfeltion ; as 
may be eaſily gathered by their frequent im- 
preſſien', and numerous pages: Hence ſprang 
| thoſe wide, tho:e weak, and lean conceptions, 

which in the mott inclinable Reader will ſcarce 
give any nouriſhment or help to devotion ; for 
not lowing from a true, practick piety, it was 
| impoſlible 


Th e Pref xe. 


impoſſible they ſhould effet thoſe things a- 
broad, which they never had acquaintance 
Tt with at home; being onely the produtjons 
BE of a common ſpirit, and the obvious ebulli- 
T | tions of that lighe humor, which takes, the 
”- | penin hand, out of no other conſideration, 
© i then to be ſeen in print. It is true indeed, 
'; | thartogive up our thoughts to pious Themes 
n, and Comemplations (if it be done far pieties 
Ma i fake) is-a:great ep towards perf-H:en ;. be- 
& © cauleit will 7efire, and difprſe to devotion-and 
ſanity. And further, it will procyre for, us 
(ſo eaſily communicable is that /oving ſpirit) 
ſome ſmall pre/i-ation of thoſe heavenly: re- 
Tr»  frehmenrs, which deſcend. but ſeldom-; and 

Je then very ſparingly, upon -:e» of an ordinary - 
MF or indifferent holyneſs ; but he that deſires to 


Nt Y excel in this kinde of Hagiography,' or holy 
y writing, muſt ſtrive (by all means) for per- 
he feltion and true holyneſs, that a dvor miy' be 


opened to h'm in heaven, Rev. 4 1. and then he 
will be able to write (with H:erothexs and holy 
bis Herbert) A true Hymn. 

To effet this in ſome meaſure; 1 have 
begged leave to communicate this my poor 
Talent to the ({hurch, under the proteition 
"SW and conduft of her glorious Head : who (if 
he will vouchſafe to ows ir, and go along 
with'it) can make it as uſeful now in'the 
publick,, as it hath been to me in private. In 
B 3 the 


The Preface, 
the per#{al of it, you will (peradventure) ob. 
ſerve ſome paſſages, whoſe hiſtory or reaſon 
may ſeem ſomething remote; but were they 
brought nearer, and plainly expoſed to your 
view, (though that (perhaps) might quiet 
your c#rio/iry) yet would it not conduce much 
co your greater advantage. And therefore I 
muſt defire you to accept of them in that /a- 
titude, which is already alowed them. By the 
laſt Poems in the book (were not that miſtake 
here prevented) you would judge all to be 
fatherleſs, and the Edition poſthume; for (in- 
deed) 7 was nigh unto death , and am till 
at no great diſtance from it ; which was the 
neceſſary reaſon for that ſolemn and ac- 
compliſhed dreſs, you will now finde this im- 
preſſion 1, 
" But the God of the ſpirits of all fleſh, bath 
ranted me a further uſe of ine, then I 
Td look for in the body; and when I ex- 
peRed, and had (by his afliſtance) prepa- 
red for a meſſage of death, then did he av 
ſwer me with life; 1 hope to his glory, and 
my great advantage : that I may flouriſh not 
with /cafe onely, but with ſome frat alſo; 
which hope and earneſt deſire of bis poor 
Creatxre, I humbly beſeech him to perfett 
and fulfil for his dear Sos ſake, unto whom, 
with h;» and the moſt holy and loving Sp- 
rit, be aſcribed by eAngels, by Men, = 
| J 
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by all his Yorks, All Glory, and Wiſdom, 
2nd Dominion, in this the :exporal and in the 
Eternal Being, Amen. 


Newton by #s&, near 
Sketh-rock, Septcm, 309, 
I 6 5 4 
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Lord, the hope of Iſrael, all they that for- 

ſake thee ſhall be aſhamed; and they tha 
depart from thee, ſhall be writtes in the earth, be- 
cauſe they have forſaken the Lord, the fountain 
of living waters. | 


Heal me, O Lord, and 1 ſhall be healed ; ſave 
me, and I ſhall be ſaved, for thou art my health, 
and my great deliverer. 


T ſaidin the cutting off of my days, 1 ſhall go 
to the gatesof the grave; I have depriged my 
ſelf of the reſidue of my years. | 


T (aid, I ſhall not ſee the Lord, even the Lord 
in the Land of the living : I ſhall behold man ns 
wore vith the Inhabitants of the world. | | 


O Lord ! +y thee doth man live, and from thee 
is the life of ny ſpirit : therefore wilt thou reco- 
ver me, and mike me t0 live. 


j 


; _ 


Thoy 


{ 


Thou haſt in love to my ſoul delivered it from 
the pit of corruption ; for thou haſt caſt all my 
fins behinge thy back. 


For thy names ſake haſt thou put off thine an- 
ger; for thypraiſe haſt thou relogined from me, 
that I ſhould not be cut off. 


ee oma nn 


For the 9h Cannot praiſe thee, death cannot 
celebrate thee : they that go down into the 
pit, cannot hope for thy truth. 


The living, the living, he ſhall praiſe thee, as 
I do this dy : the Father to the children hall 
make known thy truth. 


O Lord ! thou haſt been merciful, thou haſt 
brought back my life from corruption: thou haſt 
redeemed me from my ſin. 


They that fellow after lying vanities, forſake 


T7 007 MErCYs 


Therefore ſhall thy ſongs be with me, and my 
prajer unto the God of my life. 


I will 


t 


I will go unto the altar of my God, unto God, 


the joy of my youth ; and in thy fear will I wore 


ſhip towards thy holy temple, 


I will ſacrifice #nto thee with the voice of t 


giving ; 1 will pay that which I have vewed : ſas- 


vation is of the Lord. 


Fo 


. 
| 
| 
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To my moſt merciful, my moſt 
loving, and dearly loved Re- 
deemer, the ever bleſlcd, 
the onely Holy and 
JusT ONE#, 


JESVS CHRIST, 
The Son of the living 


G O D, 


And the ſacred 


Virgin Mary. 


[. 


Y God ! thou that didſt dye for me, 
Theſe thy deaths f ruits [ offer thee ; 
Death that to me was life 'and light, 


But dark and deep pangs to ay ſight, 


Some 


The Dedication, 


Some drops of thy all-quickning blood 
Fell on my heart; thoſe made it bud 
And put forth thus, though Lord, before 
The ground was curſt, and void of ore. 
Indeed I had ſome here to hire 

Which long reſiſted thy deſire, 

That ſton'd thy ſervants, and did move , 
To have themurthred for thy love; 

But Lord, I have expell'd them, and ſobent, 
Beg, thou would(t take chy Tenants Rent, 


IT. 


Dear Lord, *tis finiſhed ! and now he 

That copyed it, preſents it thee. 

'Twas thine firſt, and to thee returns, 

From thee it ſhin'd, though here ic burns; 

If the Sunriſe on'rocks, is't right, 

To call it their inherent light ? 

No, nor can I ſay, this is mine, 

For, deareſt Jeſus, *ris all thine. 

As thy.cloaths, (when thou with cloaths were 
zoth light from thee.and virtue had, © clad) 

And now (as then within this place) 

Thou to poor rags doſt ſtill give grace» 

This is the earnelt thy love ſheds, 

The Cazale ſhining on ſome heads, p 
| ill 


— 


The Dedication, 


Till at thy charges they ſhall be, 
Cloath'd all with immortality. 


My dear Redeemer, the worlds lighe, 
And life too, and my hearts delight ! 
For all thy mercies and thy truth 
Shew'd to me in my ſinful youth, : 
For my ſad failings and my wilde - 
Murmurings at thee, when moſt milde - 
For all my ſecret faults, and each 
Frequent relapſe and wilful breach, 
For all deſigns meant againſt thee, 
And ev'ry publiſh'd vanity 
Which thou divinely baſt forgiven, 
While thy blood waſh'd me white as heaven - 
I nothing have to give to thee, 
But this thy own gift, given to me ; 
Refuſe it not ! for now thy Token 
Cantellchee where a heart is broken. 


Revel. cap. 1, ver. 5,6,7- 


Unto him that loved us, ard waſhed us from 
onr ſins in his own blood. 


cAnd hath made us Kings and Prieſts unto 
God and bis Father ; to him be glory and domi- 
zion, for ever and ever, Amen. 


Behold 


” S——_ 


The Dedication: 
Behold, he cometh with clouds, and every eye 
ſhall ſee him, and they alſo which pierced him 3 
and all kinreds af the earth ſhall wail becauſe of 


him : even (0. Amen. 


q Vain 


q, 


Ain Wits atid eyes 
Leave, and be wiſe : 

Abuſe not, ſhun not holy fire, 

But with true tears waſh off your mire. 
Tears and theſe flames will ſoon grow kinde, 
And mix an eye-ſalve for the blinde, 

Tears cleanſe and ſupple withour fail, 

And fire will purge your callous veyſl. 
Then comes the light | which when you ſpy, 
And ſee your nakedneſs thereby, 

Praiſe him, who dealt his gifts ſo freg 

In tears to you, 1 fire to me. ii 
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Silex Scintillans, St: 


Alcenſion-day. 


Ord Jeſus ! with what ſweetneſs and delights, 
_ ny hopes, high joys and quickning 
Doſt _ feed thine! O thow! the hand 
that lifes 
To him, who gives all vous perfe gifts. 
Thy glorious, _—_ Aſcenfion (though remoy'd 
Sowany Ages from me) is ſo prov'd 
And by thy Spirit ſeal'd ro me, that [ 
Feel me a ſharer in thy viRory. 
I ſoar and riſe 
Up to the ſkies, 
Leaving the world their day; 
. And in my flight, 
For the true light 
 Goſeeking all the way; 
_ thy Sepulchre, mr thy Grave, 
at bleſt incloſare, where the Angels gave 
The firſt glad-t1dings of thy early light, 
And reſurreion from the _ and night, 


ex 


I ſe 


ww 


2 Silex Scimtillans, 


{& that morningin thy * Converts tegrs, © - 
Fon ene pocng/t 24 bur this race 4 TAY ? 
-T ſmell her {pices, and her ointment yields, 
eAsSTich a (cent as the now Primros'd-fields ; 
whe \>ay;ſtar ſmiles, apdJight with the deceaft, 

w ſhines in all the Chambers of the Faft.- 
Whar ſtirs, wht poſting intercourſe and mirth 
Of Saints and Angels glcrific the earth ? 
What fighs, what whiſpers, bufic ſtops and ſtays 
Privatc and holy t41k bſl all the ways ? 
They paſs as at & laſt great day, andrun 
In their whice robes to leek the tiſen Sun 3 
I ſee them, hear them, mark theic hafte, and move 
Amongſt them, with them, wing'd wich faith and love, 
Thy torry days nicre Tecrer commerce here, 
Afrer thy death agd Funeral, ſo clear 
And indiſputable, ſhews to my fight 
.-ASthe Suy doth, which to thoſe days gave light, 
ak walk the flelds of  Bethanz, which ſhine 
All nowas freſh as Eden, and as fine. 
i: avch was the bright world, on the firſt ſeventh day; 
Before man brought forth ſin, and fin decay 3 
When like a Virgin giad in Flowers and green 
The pure earth. taty,aud the fair waods hid ſeen 
No froſt, ur floyriſh'd in that youthful veſt, 
Wirth which the great Greaior had them dreſſt ; 
When Heay'y 4hove them ſhin'd like molten glaſs, 
While al the Planets did unelouded pals 3 
And 8; rings, like difolv'd Pearls theirStrearrs did pe 
Ne'r warr'd with flagds, nor anger'd with a ſhowre. 
Wich theſe fair thoughts, 1 maven this fair places 
- And the laſt ſteps of wy, milde Maſter trace 3 
I ſec him leading opr bis chofen Train, 
All ſad with tears, which like warm Summer-rain 
In filent drops ſteal from their holy eyes, 
Fix'd lately on the Cro's, now on the ſkies, 


* St, Mary Magdalene. 


Or Sgcred Poegss, 


And now (eternal Jeſus! ) thou doſt heave 
Thy blefled hands to bleſs, theſe tho doſt leave 3 
The cloud doch now receive thee, and their light 
Having loſt thees behold two men in white! 
Two and no niore 2 What two atteſt, is true, 
Was thine own anſwer to the ſtubborn Jew, . 
Come then thou faithful witneſs ! come dear Lord 
lipon the Clouds again to judge this world ! 


Aſcenſion-Hymn. 


Ove, 
Uſt and clay 
Mans antient wear ! 
Here you myſt ſtay, 
But 1 elſewhere; 
Souls ſojourn here, but may not reft ; 
Who will aſcend, muſt be undreft, 
ys 
And yet ſome 
That know to die 
Before death come, 
Walk to the ſkie , 
| Even in this life ; bur all ſuch can 
Sy Leave behinde them the old Man. 


d pe If a ſtar 

Ee Should leave the Sphzrez 

, - She muſt firſt mar 
Her flaming wear, 

And after fall, for in her dreſs \ 

n of glory, ſhe cannor rranſgreſs, 
. Manof old | 
Within the line _ py 


Py 


4 Silex Scintillans, 


Of Eden could 
"FE Like the Sun ſhine OM 
All naked, innocent and bright, [ 
And intimate with Hear'n, as light z 
N 
But ſince he 
That brightneſs ſoil'd, 
His garments be 0 
All dark and ſpoil'd, 
And here are left as nothing worth, TI 
Till the Refiners fire breaks forth. 
Then comes he! De 
Whoſe mighty lighr 
Made his cloathes be W 


Like Heav'n, all bright 3 
The Fuller, whoſe pnre blood did flow 
To make ftain'd man more white then ſnow. He 


Hee alone But 
And none elſe can 
Bring bone to bone | 
And rebuild man, Anc 
And by his all ſubduing might 
Make clay aſcend more quick then light, So 
il If a 
; But 


And I alone = lingring here ; 
ir yery memory is fair and bright, 0F 
And my ſad thoughts doth clear. ' 
Reſu 


F Hey are all gone into the world of light ! 
The 


It glows and glitters in ry cloudy breft 
Like ſtars upon ſome gloomy grove, 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Or thoſe faint beams in which this hill is dreſt, 
After the Suy's remove, 


I ſee them walking in an Air of glory, 
Whoſe light doth trample on my days : 
My days, which are at beſt but dull and hoary, 
Meer glimering and decays. 


0 holy hope ! and high humility, 
High as the Heavens above ! 
Theſe are your walks, and you have ſhew'd them me 
To kindle my cold love, 


Dear, beauteous death ! the Jewel of the Juſt, 

Shining no where, bur in the dark; | 
What myſteries do lie beyond thy duſt 3 
Could man outlook chat mark ! 


He that hath fornd ſome fledg'd birds neſt, may know 
Ar firſt ſight, if the bird be flown ; 
But what fair Well, or Grove he ſings in now, 
That is to him unknown. 


And yet, as Angels in ſome brighter dreams 
Call to the ſoul, when man doth fleep : 
$0 ſome ſtrange thoughts tranſcend our wonted theams, 


And into glory peep. 


If a ſtar were confin'd into a Tomb 
Her captive flames muſt needs burn there ; 
But when the hand that lockt her up, gives room, 
She'l ſhine through all the ſphzre. 


0 Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under thee ! 
Reſume a ſpirit om _—_ world of thiall Ps” 
ro true . I's. 
| Te 3 Either 


6 Sil: x SciMiDane, 


Either diſperſe theſe miſts, which Blot and fill 


\ My perſpettive (ftill) as they paſs, 
Or elſe remove me hence pnto thar hill, 
| Where 1 tall need no glaſs. 


White Sunday. 


V \7 Ellcome white day ! a thouſand Sons, " 
Though ſeen at c A were black to thee ; 5 


For after their light, 
Bur chige ſhines ro 


arkneſs comes, 
plotojng 


Thoſe flames which on the Apoſtles taſh'd 
Art this great feaſt, and ina tyre 

Of cloyen Ton ngues their heads all bruſh'd, 
And crown d them with ProþHeric fite : 


Can theſe new lights be like to thoſe, 
Theſe lights of Serpents like the Dove ? 
Thou hadſt no gall, ev'a for thy foes, 
And thy two wings wete Grief atid Love. 


Though then ſoine Boaft thirk fire im ach day, 
And on Chriſts coat pin all their ſhreds ; 
Not ſparing openly ro ſay, 

His candle ſhines upon t ieir heads : 


Yet while ſome ra $ that great light 
Shine here below Io, chy Buok, 

They never ſhall ſo bliade my _ 
But I will know which way to look. 


For though thou doeft that £ grear light lock, 
And by this lefſer commerce keep: 


\ 


Yet 


Or SAHA PO, 


Yet by theſe glances of, the flock _ 
Ican diſcera Wolyes fem, the Bibep. 


Not, but that [ have wil via _D 
And pray, Theſe laft may 92 3s 1/t, 
Or better ; bac (hon Ong fy. FARO} Rees. OR 
Haſt ſaid, Theſe laſt ſhould by the worff, OD 


d 220 wa; , 
Beſides, thy method, with YQWt * - -7 t ihns 
Thy own dear people pens our times, 
Our ſtories are in theirs ſpr down. 
And penalties ſpread to our Crimes, MY WH 


Again, if worſt and worſt iwpplics, ” .0.5044 33:0:htd 
A State, that no redreſs adwits, 

Then from thy Croſs nnto theſe days 

The rule without Exception fits. 


And yet, as in nights gloomy page 
One filent ſtar may interline : 


S@ in this laſt and lewdeRage,. 7 1: 7 
Thy antient love on ſome may; thine- . EY 
W : : os a 


For, though we hourly breath decays, '- - 

And our beſt note and higheſt eaſe |: ol; wan 347 
Is but neer changing offtbekey: iv 1,7 
And a Conſumption that doth pleaſe 3 


"77 wp oarl L 


Yet thou great al Rock « 
Whoſe hdightabove al '{ges Nifines, | 4 
Art ſtjll the ſame, and cant tbf6ck | ' 


yg FLEE? UF yg ſ 


Since then thon art the ame this day - ..... 
And ever, as thou wert of ol, 7 


ann, til -: 
4 


A$ 
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As thou long fince wert pleas'd to buy 
Our drown'd eſtate, taking the Curſe 
Upon thy ſelf, ſo ro deſtroy 

The knors we tryed upon thy purſe, 


So let thy grace now make the way 

Even for thy love 3 ' for by that means 
We, whoare nothing but foul clay, 

Shal be fine gold,which thon didft cleanfe. 


O come! refine us with thy fire ! 
Refine us ! we are ata lofs: 

Let nor thy ſtars for Ba/aams hire 
Diffolve into the common &roſs ! 


_— 


The Proffer. - 


E ſtill black Parafires, 
Flutrer no more 3 
Were it ſtill winter, as it was before, 
You'd make no flights 3 
But now the dew and Sun have warm'd my bowres, 
You flic and flock wack the flowers. © 


But you would honey make : 

\ | Theſe bnds will wither, 

' And what you now extra, .in harder weather 

1 Will ſerve torake 3 | : 

Wiſe husband will (you ſay) there wants prevent, 
Who do not ſo, reo late repent, oY 


O poys nous ſabtile fowls! 
The flyes of hell 


That buz in every ear, and blow on 
Unvil they ſmell 


— —_ — 
— my — 
wt <D-O—— _ _ *. &-<g_ 


—_— 


__ 


I: 


At 
Bi 


Or Sacred Poems, 


And rot, deſcend not here, nor think to ſtay, 
I'veread, who*twas, drove you away. 


Think you theſe longing eyes, 
T ſick and ſpent, 
And almoſt famiſh'd, ever will conſent 
Tolecave thole ſkies, 
Thar glaſs of ſouls and ſpirits, where well dreſt 
They ſhine in white (like ftars) and reſt. 


Shall my fhort hour, my inch, 


my one poor ſand, 
And crum of life, now ready to disband 
Revolr and flinch, 
And having born the burthen all the day, 
Now caſt at night my Crown away ? 


No, No; I am not he; 
Go ſeekelſewhere. 
I ſkill not your fine tinſel, and falſe hair, 
Your Sorcery 
And ſmooth ſeducements : Ile nor ſtuff my ſtory 
With your Commonwealth and glory. 


There are, that will ſow tares 
And ſcatrer death 
Amongſt the quick, ſelling their ſouls and breath 
For any wares ; 
But when thy Nafter comes, they | finde and ſce 
There's a reward for them and thee. 


Then keep the antient way ! 
Spir our their phlegm 
And fill thy breſt with home z thiak on thy dream : 
Acalm, bright day ! 
A Land of flowers and ſpices | the word giyen, 
If theſe be fair, 0 what is Heaven 


Cock: cowing. 
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Cock-crowing. 


F _ - . a wharSaopicſe, 
Wrhar glance of, da cou 
Into this bird * To all che br 4 
This buſig Ray thou haſt,aſſgn E 
Their magneuſme works $;al], night, 
And dreams of Paradiſe and igac, 


Their eyes watch for the morning-hue, 
Their little grain expelling night. 
So ſhines and fiags, as if it knew 
The path unto the houſe of lighr, 
Ic ſeems their candle, howe'r done, 
" Was tinn'd and lighred at the ſunne. 


I ſaucha tinQure, ſuch a touch, 
So firma longing cag impowre 
Shall thy own image think ir much 
To watch for thy appearing hour ? 
Afa meer hlaft (þ fill the fail, 
Shall not the breath of God) prevail? | 


O thou immorrtall li ght and heat | 
Whoſe hand fo ſhines through all this frames, 
That by the beauty of the ſear, | 
We plainly ſee, who made the ſame. 
Secing thy ſeed abides im me, 
Dwell thou in it, and I in thee. 


To ſleep withour thee, is to die ; 
Yea, 'tis a death partgkes of hell; GO 
For where thou doſt nor cloſe the cye yy 
Ir never opens, | can tell. | 


In ſuch a dark, Egyptian bordes, :- 
The ſhades of death dwell and ditacder, 


if 


SM A fm... aa 


— wi fi 
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If joyes, and hopes, and carneſt'throws, 

And hearts, whoſe Pulſe beats (till for light 

Are given to birds; who, but thee, knows 

A love-fick ſouls exalted flight ? 
Can ſouls be track'd by any eye . 
Bur his, who gave them wings to flle ? 


Onely this Veyle which thou-haſt broke, 

And muſt be: broken yet in me, 

This veyle, I ſay, is all the cloke 

And cloud which ſhadows thee'from me. 
This veyle thy full-ey'd love denies, 
And onely gleams and fractions ſpics- 


O take it off ! make no delay, 

But bruſh me with thy light, chat I 

May ſhine unto a perfeR day, 

and warnie me at thy glorions Eye! 
O rake it off ' or till ir flee, 
Though with no Lilie, ſtay with me ! 


The Starre. 


\Y Hat ever "tis, whoſe beanty here below 
Artrra@ts thee thus & makes thee ftream & flow, 
And wind and curle, and wink and ſmile, 
Shifting thy gate and guile : 


Though thy cloſe commerce nought at all imbarrs 
My preſent ſearch, for Eagles eye not ftarrs, 
And ſtill the leffet by the beft 
And higheſt good is bleſt : 


Yet, ſeeing all things that ſubſiſt and be, 

Haye their Commilſions from Divinitiez 
And teach us duty, 1 will ſee 
What mil nay learn from thee, 


I 


Firſt, 
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Ficft, I am fure, the Sabject ſo reſpeRed 

Is well. diſpoſed, for bodies once infeted, 
Deprav'd or dead, can have with thee 
No hold, nor ſympathie. 


Next, there's in it a reſtleſs, pure defire 
and longing for thy bright and vitall fire, 
Defire that never will be quench'd, 
Nor can be wrich'd, nor wrench'd. 


Theſe are the Magnets which ſo firongly move 
And work all night upon thy light and love, 
As beauteous ſhapes, we know not why, 
Command and guide the eye. 


For where deſire, cel-ſtiall, pure defire 
Hath taken root, and grows, and doth not tire, 
There God a Commerce ſtates, and ſheds 
His Secret on their heads. ; 


This is the Heart he craves 3 and who fo will 

1 But give it him, and grudge not ; he ſhall feel 

| That God is true, as herbs unſeen 

1 Pur on their youth and green. 
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The Palm-tree, 


Fare friend fit down,and bear awhile this ſhade 
| As I have yours long fiace 3 This Plaar, you ſee 
(4 So preſt and bow'd, before ſia did degrade 

Both you and ir, had equall liberty 


t With other trees : but now ſhut from the breath 

fl } And air of Eden, Iike a male-content 

It thrives no where. This makes theſe weights(like death 
And fin ) hang at him z for the mare he's bent 


Or Sacred Porms, 


The more he grows. Celeſtial natures ſtill 
Aſpire for home 3 This Solomon of old _ 

By flowers and carvings and myſterious ſkill 

Of Wings, and Cherubims, and Palms foretold. 


This is the life which hid above with Chriſt 
In God, doth always (hidden) multiply, , 
And ſpring,and grow,a tree ne'r to be prick'd, fu & 
A Tree, whoſe fruit is immortality. © 


Here Spirits that have run their race and fonght 

And won the fight, and have not fear'd the frowns 
Nor loy'd the ſmiles of greatneſs, buthave wrought 
Their maſters will, meet to receive their Crowns. 


Here is the parience of the Saints: this Tree 
Is water'd by their tears, as flowers are fed 

With dew by night; bur One you cannor ſee 
Sits here and numbers all the tears they ſhed. 


Hereis their faith too, which if youwill keep 
When we two part, I will a journey make 

To pluck a Garland hence, while you do ſleep 
And weave It for your head againſt you wake. 


————_— 


—_ a—_—_ —_— —_ 


Joy. 


E domb courſe meaſures, jar no more; to me 
B There is no diſcord, but your harmony. 
Falſe, jugling ſounds 3 a grone well dreſt, where care 
Moves in diſguiſe, and fighs affli't the air : 
Sorrows in white ; griefs tan'd 3 a ſugerd Dofis 
Of Wormwood, and a Deaths-head crown''d with Roſes. 
He weighs not your forc'd accents, who can have 
| B A leffonplaidhimby a winde or wave. 
Such numbers tell their days, whoſe ſpirits be 
Lulſ'd by thoſe Charmers to a Lethargy. 
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Bur as for thee, whoſe faults long fince require 
More eyes then ſtars; whoſe brearh could itaſpire 
To equal winds:: would prove roo ſhort : Thon haſt 
Another mirth, a mirth though overcaſt — © 
Wirh clouds and rain, yet full as calm and fine 
As thoſe clear beights which above tempeſts ſhine, 

Therefore while the various ſhowers 
Kill and cure the tender floweis, 
While the winds refreſh the year 
Now with clouds, now making clear, 
Beſure under pains of death 
To ply both chine eyes and breath; 
 ASleafs in Bowers 
Whiſper their hours, 
And Hermit-wells 
: Drop in their Cells : 
So in fighs and uaſcea tears 
Paſs thy folicary years, 
And going hence, leave written on ſome Tree, 
Sighs make joy ſure, and ſhaking faſtens thee. 


OO” 


The Favour. 


Oo thy bright looks ! thy glance of love 

Shown, bur ſhown me from above! 
Rare looks ' that can diſpenſe ſuch joy 
As without wooing wins the coy, 

- And makes him mourn,and pine and dye 
Likea ſtary'd Eagler, for thine eye 
Some kinde herbs here, though low & far, 
Watch for, and know their loving ſtar. 

O let no ſtar compare with thee ! 
Nor any herb ont-dury me |. 

So ſhall my nights and mornirgs be 
Thy time to ſhine, and mine to ſee. 


[The 


Or \Sarred ' Poems, 


The Garland. 


Hou; whs doft' flow and:flouriſh here: below. 

To whom a falling ftar and nine dayes glory, 
Or ſome frail beauty makes the braveſt ſhew, 
Hark, and make uſe of this enſuing ſtory. 


When firſt my | youthfoll, finfull age 
Grew maſter of my wayes, 
ing errour for my Pages 
| And darknefſe f-r my 8ayes 3 
I flung away, and with full erie 
| Of wild affeRtions, rid 
In poſt for pleaſures, bent to trie | 
All gameſters that would bid. 
I played with fire, did counſcl!! ſpurn, . 
Made life my'commoin ſtake 3 
But never thought that fire would burn, 
Or that a ſoul could ake. 
Glorious deceptions, gilded miſts, 
| Falſe -joyes, phantaſiick flights, 
Peeces of ſackcl>th with filk-liſts. 
Theſe were my prime delights. 
I ſonght choice bowres haunred the ſpring, 
Cull'd flowres and made me poſes: 
Gave my fond humours the r fuil wing, 
And crown'd my head with Roſes. 
Bur at the height of this Careire 
I met with a dead man, 
Who noring well my vain-Abear, 
Thus unto me began : 
Deſiſt fond fool, be not undone, 
What thou haſt cut to day 


Appoint 


Will 


= — = 
- OI _ - — = 
— 
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Whll fade at night, and with this Sun 
Quite vaniſh and decay. 


Fhwres gather d in this world, die here ; if thou 


Weuldft have a wreath that fades net, let them grow, _ 

And grow for thee 3 who ſpares them here, (ball find ( 
A Garland, where comes neither rain, nor wind. — 
*. Nn 
Cy 
Tt 
Love-fick. _ 
$ 
| ESUS, my life ! how ſhall I truly love thee ? Ele 
© that thy Spirirwould ſo firongly move me, Be 


That thou wer: pleas'd to ſhed rhy grace fo farr 

As to make man all pure love, fcth a tar! 

A ftar that would ne'r ſer, but ever riſe, 

Soriſe and run, as to our-run theſe ſkies, 

Theſe narrow ſkies ( narrow to me ) that barre, 

So barre me in, that I am ſtill ar warrce, [] 

At conſtant warre with chem. O come and rend, 

Or bow the heavens! Lord bow them and deſcend, 

And at thy preſence make theſe mountains flow, 

Theſe mountains of cold Ice in me ! Thou art 

Refining fire, O then refine my heart, 

My fou!, foul heart ! Thou art immorrall hear, 

Heat motion gives 3 Then warm it, till it bear, 

So beat for thee, tilf thou in mercy hear, 

So hear that thou muſt open : open to 

A finfull wrerch, A wretch that cauy'd thy woe, 

Thy woe, who caus'd his weal ; ſo far his weal 

That thou forgotr'ſt thine own, for thou didft ſeal 

Mine with thy blood,thy bloud which makes thee mine, 
inc ever, ever; And me ever thine, 


Trinit 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Trini ty-Sunday. 
\ 


() Holy, bleſſed, glorious three, 
Erernall wirneffes that be 
In heaven, One God in trinitie ! 


As here on earth ( when men with-ftood,) 
The Spirit, Water, and the Blood,. 
Made my Lords Incarnation good : 


Solet the Anty-types in me 
Eleted. bought and ſeal'd for free, F 
Be own'd, fay'd, Seinted by youthree* 


Plalme 104. 


[] P, O my ſoul, and blefſe the Lord. O God, 
My God, how great,how very great art thou ! 
Hononr and majeſty have their abode 
| With thee, and crown thy brow. 


hon cloath'ſt thy ſelf with light, as with arobe, 
And the kigh, glorions heav'ns thy mighty hand 

Doth ſpread like curcains round about this globe 

Of Air, and Sea, and Land. 


beams of thy bright Chambers thou doſt lay 

In the deep waters, whieh no eye can figd 3 

clonds thy chariots are, and thy path. way 
The wings of the ſwift wind. 


n thy celeſtiall, gladſome meflages © 
Diſpatch'd ro holy ſouls, lick with deft 


ae, 


it 


And 
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And love of thee, each willing Angel is 
Thy minifter in fire. 


Thy arm unmoveable for ever laid 
And founded the firm earth ; rhen with the deep 
As with a vail thou hidſt it, thy floods plaid 
Above the mountains ſteep, 


At thy rebuke they fled, at the known voice 
Of their Lords thunder they rerir'd apace: 
Some up the mountains paſt by ſecret ways, 
Some downwards to their place. 


For thon to them a bound haft ſet, a bound 
Which(though but ſand )keeps in and curbs whole 
There all their fury, fome and hideous found (en: 
Mnft langnifh and deereaſe. 


And as thy care bounds theſe, ſo thy rich love 
Doth broach the earth, and leffer brooks lets fort! 
"Which run from hills to valleys, and improve 
Their pleaſure and their wor 


Theſe to the beaſts of every field give drink > 
There the wilde affes ſwallow the cool ſpring : 
And birds amongft che branches on their brink OLe 
Their dwelimgs have and fing, 


Thon from thy vpper Springs above, from thoſe 
Chambers of rain, where Heav'ns large bortles li 
Docft water the parchid hills, whoſe breaches cloſe Ko dec 
fieal'd by the ſhowers from high. 


Grafs for the cattely and herbs for mans uſe 
— Thou mak'ſtto grow;theſe(bleſt by thee)the ear 
Brings forth, with wine, oyl, bread : All which infuſe 
To mans heart ſtrength and mirth. 
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Thou giv'ft the trees their greenne(s, ev'n to thoſe 
Cedars in Lebanon, in whoſe thick onges 
The birds their nefts build; though the Stork doth chooſe 
The fir-trecs for her houſe. 


To the wilde goats the high hills ſerve for folds, 
The rocks give Conies a retyring place: | 
Above them the cool Moon her known courſe holds, 
And the Sun runs his race. 


Thou makeſt darkneſs, and then. comes the nightz -. 
In whoſe thick ſhades and filence each wilde beaſt 
Creeps forth, and piach'd for food, with ſcent and fight 


Hunts in an eager queſt. 


8:Y The Lyons whelps impatient of de 
Roar in | 1 0s ge «ec | and ſeek 
Their meat from thee, who doeft app ofnt the prey 
And feed'ſt them all the week. 


This paſt, the Sun ſhines on the carth, and they 
Retire into their dens ; Man abroad 
Unto his work, Ind at the cloſe of day 
Returns home with his load. 


0Lord my God, how many and how rare oo 
Are thy great works ! In wiſdom haſt thou made 
hem all, and this the earth, and every blade 
Of graſs, we tread, declare. 


25 1k | 
e WFodoth the deep and wide ſea, wherein are 
Innumerable, creeping things both ſmall 
nd great : there ſhips go, and the ſhipmens fext 
The comely ſpacious Whale. 


e all upon thee wait, that thou maiſt feed R 
Them in due ſeaſon: _ thou givſt, they wk 
2 


| BILL 


fuſe 


20 ' Silex Scintillans, 


Thy bounteous open hand helps them at need, 
And plenteous meals they make. 


When thou doeſt hide thy face (thy face which keeps 
All things in heing) chey conſume and mourn : 
When thou with-draw'ſt their breath, their vigour ſleeps, 
And they to duſt recurn. 


Thou ſead'ſt thy ſpirit forth; and they revive, 
The frozen earths dead face thou doſt renew. 
Thus thou thy glory through rhe world doſt drive, 
And to thy works art true, 


Thine eyes behold the earth, and the whole ſtage 
Is moy d and trembles, the hills melt & ſmoke 
With thy leaſt touch : lightnings and winds that rage 
Art thy rebuke are broke, 


Therefore as long as thou wilt give me breath 
I will in ſongs to thy great name imploy 
That gift of thine, and to my day of death 
Thou ſhalt be all my joy. 


He ſpice my thoughts with thee, and from thy word 
Gather true cumforts ; bur the wicked liver 
Shall be conſum'd. O my ſoul, bleſs thy Lord ! 
Yea, blefſe thon him for ever ! 


Tt 
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The Bird. 


Ither thou eom'ſt : the buſie wind all night 


bh Blew through thy lodging, where thy own warm 


Thy pillow was. Many a fullen ſtorm 


(For which courſe man ſeems much the fitter born,) 


Rain'd on thy hed 
And harmleſs head. 


And now as freſh and chearful as the light 
Thy little heartin early hymns doth fing 
Unto that Providence, whoſe unſeen arm 
Curb d them, and cloath'd thee well and warm. 
All things that be, praiſe him 3 and had 
Their lefſon taught them, when firſt made. 


So hills and valleys into ſinging break, 


And thongh poor ſtones have neither ſpeech nor tong} 
While a&ive winds and ſtreams bothrun and ſpeak, 


Yetſtones are deep in admiration. 
Thus Praiſe and Prayer here beneath the Sun 
Make leſſer mornings, when the great are done, 


For each incloſed Spirit is a ftar 
Inlightning his own little ſphzre, 

Whoſe light, though fercht and borrowed from far, 
Both mornings makes, and evenings there. 


bur as theſe Birds of light make laud glad, 
Chirping their ſolemn Martins on each tree: 

[ DY Soin the ſhades of night ſome dark fowls be, 
Whoſe heavy notes make all that hear them, ſad. 


D 3 
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The Turtle then in Palm. trees mourns, n 
While Owls and Satyrs howl; 
The pleaſant Land to brimftone turns 
And all her ſtreams grow foul. 


Brightneſs and mirth, and love and faith, all flye, 
Till the Day-ſpring breaks Forth again from high. 


| 
| 


The Timber. 


Ure thou didſt flonriſh onee ! and thany Springs, 

Many drighr mornings, mach dew, meny ſhowers 
Paſt ore thy head : many light Hearts and Wings 
Which now'are dead, lodg'd'in thy living bowers. 


And ſtill a new ſucceſſion fings and flies; 
Freſh'Groyes grow'up, and'their green branches ſhoot 
Towards the'old and fill enduring ſkies, 
While the low Violet thrives at their root. 


But thon beneath the ſad and heavy Line 

Of death, doſt waſte all ſenſeleſs, cold and dark ; 
Where not ſo much as dreams of light may fhine, 
Nor any thoughrof preenneſs, leafor bark. 


And yet (as is ſome deep hate and diſſent, 

Bred in thy growth betwixt high winds and thee, 
Were ſtill alive) thou doft grear ftorms refenc 
Before they come, ant know'ſt how near they be. 


Elſe all at reft then lyeſt, and the fierce breath 
Of rempeſts can no more diſturb thy caſe ; 
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But this thy ſtrange reſentment after dearth iW 
Means onely thoſe, who broke (in life) thy peace. - 


& murthered man, when lovely life is done, 

and his blood freez'd, keeps in the Center till 
ome ſecret ſenſe, which makes the dead blood run 
t his approach, that did the body kill: THE 


d is there any morth'rer worſe then fin? - 

Ir any ſtorms more foul then a lews life ? 

r what Reſentient can work more within, 

Then true remorſe, when with. paſt ſins at ſtrife ? 


le that hath left lifes vain joys and vain cares 

nd traly hates to be detain d on earth, 

lath got an houſe where many manſions are, 
id keeps his ſoul unto eternal mirth, 


ut though thns dead unto the world, and ceaſ'd 
rom fin, he walks a narrow, private way 3 

et grief and old wounds make hini ſore difpleas'd, 
id all his life a rainy, weeping day. - = 


« though he ſhould forſake the world, and live 
meer a ftranger, as men long ſince dead 5 

etJoy it ſelf will make a righc ſoul grieve 

0think, he ſhould Wer, k 


It as ſhades ſer off light, ſo tears and grief 
Thongh of themſelves buc a ſad blubber'd 
J ſhewing the fin great, ſhew che relief (ftory 
ar greater, and ſq ſpeak my Saviors glory. 


my way lies throagh deſerts and wilde wo6ds; 
tere all the Land with ſcorching heatiscurſt 3 
er, the pools ſhould flow with rain and floods 


ut fill my bonile, then I die with thicſt, 


B 4 Bleſt 


24 Silex Scintifans, 

Bleſt ſhowers they are, and ſtreams ſent from above 
Begetting Virgins where they uſe to flow ; 

And trees of life no other waters love, 

Theſe upper ſprings and rione elſe make them grow. 


But theſe chaſte fountains flow not till we dye ; 
Some drops may fall before, but a clear ſpring 
And ever running, till we leave to fling 

Dirt in her way, will keep above the ſkie. 


Rom, Cap. 6. yer. 7. 
He that is dead, is freed from 


fin. 


—_— _ | 


The Jews, 


LY; A/T the fair year 
-\/ Of your deliverer comes, 
Ard that long froſt which now benums * 
Your hearrs ſhall thaw ; when Angels here 
Shall yet to man appear, | 
And familiarly cenfer 
Beneath the Oke and Juniper : 
When the bright Deve 
Which now theſe —_— Springs 
Hath kept above, 
Shall with ſpread wings 
Deſcend, and living waters flow 
To make drie duft, and dead trees grow 3 


| Othenthat 1 
Might live, and ſee the Olive bear 
Her proper branches ! which now lie 
| Scatrered each where, 


me ot & @ am 
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Or Sacred Po:ms, 


And without root and ſap decay 

Caſt by the huſband-man away. 
Andſure it is not far ! 

For as your faſt and foul decays 

Forerunning the bright morning-ſtary 

Did ſadly note his healing rayes | 

Would ſhine elſewhere,fince you were blind, 

And would be croſs, when God was kinde 7 
So by all figns 

Our fulneſs roo is now come in, 

And rhe ſame Sun which here declines! 

And ſets, will few hours hence begin 

To riſe on you again, and look 

Towards old Manre and Fſbcols brook. 
For ſurely he 

Who lov'd the world fo, as to give 

His onely Son to make it free, 

Whoſe Grit roo doth mourn and grieve 

Toſee man loſt, will for old love 

From your dark hearts this veil remove, 


Faith ſojourn'd firſt on earth in you, 
You were the dear a1.d choſen ftock : 
The Arm of God, glorious and true, 
Was firſt reveal'd to be your rock. 


You were the eldeft childe, and when 
Your ſtony hearrs deſpiſcd love, 

The youngeſt, ev'n the Gentiles then 
Were chear'd, your jealouſie to move. 


Thus, Righteous Farther ! doeſt thou deal 
With Brutiſh men 3 Thy gifts go ronnd 
By turns, and timely, and ſo heal 

The loſt Son by the newly found. 


Begging 


Silex Scimtillans, 


Begging. 


Do not go ! thou know'ſt, I'le dye ! 
My Spring and Fallare in thy book ! 
Or, if thou goeſt, do not deny 
Ts lend me, though from far, one look ! 


My fins tong ſince have made thee ſtrange, 
A very ſtranger unto me ; 

No morning-meetings ſince this change, 

| Nor evening-walks have I with thee. 


Why is my God thus ſlow and cold, ; 
When I am moſt, moſt fick and fad 2? 
Well fare thoſe blefſed days of old 

When thou didſt hear the weeping Lad /! 


O donot thon do as I did, 

Donot deſpiſe a Love-fick heart ! 
What though ſome clouds defiance bid 
Thy Sun muſt ſhine in every part. 


Though I have ſpoil'd, O ſpoil not thou ! 
Hate not thine own dear gift and token ! 
Poor birds fing beſt,and prettieſt ſhow, 
When their neſt is faln and broken. 


Dear Lord ! reftore thy ancient peacey 

Thy quikning friendſhip, mans bright wealth! 
And if thou wilt not give me caſe 

From ſicknefſe, give my ſpirit health ! 


\ 


Palm- 


or Sacred Poems, vo 


Palm -Surday. 


Ome, drop your branches, ſtrow the way 
lants'6f the day ! 
Whom ſufferings make moſt yreen and gay. | 


The King of grief, the man of ſorrow . 
Weeping ſtill, like the w 
Your ſhades and freſhibls comes to bofrow. 


Pur 0ny put on your beſt array; 
Let the joy'd rode make _ , 
and flowers attatoMas dofiriy, 


Or ſecrer groves, keep the Migh-way, 


Trees, flowers & herbs;birts;bealts & ſtones, 
That fince man fell, expe with groans $: 
Toſee the lamb, which all &'vfice, 
Lift up your heads and letve your mounts! 

* Forherecomeshe © 
W hoſe dedth wile 
Mans life, and your full liberty. 


! how the children ſhril and high 
Hoſanna cry, 
ir joys provoke the diftant ſkie, 
Where thrones and Seraphins I » 
id their own Angels ſhine and 
In a bright ring : 
Such yong, ſweet mirth 
| Makes heavenandearth 

Joyn in a joyful Symphony, 


28 Sex 8cintill ans, 


The harmleſs, yong and happy Aſs, 
Seen long before * this came to paſs, 
Is in theſe joys an high partaker 
Ordain'd, and made to bear his Maker. 


Dear feaſt of Palms, of Flowers and 7" 
ghesy... 


Whoſe fruitful dawn ſheds hopes and li 
Thy tright ſolemnities did ſhew, 
The third glad day through two ſad nights, 


Vie get me up before the Sun, 

T'le cutme boughs off many atree, 
And all alone full early run 

To gather flowers to wellcome thee. 


Then like the Palm, though wrong, 1'le bear, 
I will be ſtill a childe, ſtill meek 

As the poor Afs, which the proud jear, 

And onely my dear eſus ſeek. 


If I loſe all, and muſt endure 

The proverb'd griefs of holy Feb, 

I care not, ſo I may ſecure 

But one green Branch and a white robe. 


* Zechariah, chap. 9, ver, 9. 


Jeſis 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Jeſus weeping, 


S. Luke 19. ver. 41, 


Lefſed, unhappy City ? dearly lov'd . 
Bur ſtill unkinde ! art this day nothing mor'd ! 
Art ſenſcleſs ftil]? O can'ſt thou ſleep | 
When God himſelf for thee doth weep! 
Stiff. necked Jews | your fathers breed 
Thac ſerv'd the calf, not 4br ams ſeed, 
Had nor the Babes Hoſanna cryed, 
The ſtones had ſpoke,what you denyed 


Dear Jeſus weep on ! pour this latter 

Soul quickning rain, this living water 
On their dead hearts; bur (O my fears!) 
They will drink blood, that deſpiſe tears. 
My dear, bright Lord ! my Morning-ftar ! 
Shed this live. dew on fields which far 
From hence long for it | ſhed it there, 
Where the ſtary d earth groans for one tear ! 


This land, though with thy hearts bleſt extratt fed, 
Will nothing yield bur thorns to wound thy head. 


The 


30 Silex Scintillans, 


The Daughter of He7odiaz. 


Sr, Math. chap. 14. wer. va 
Ain, ſinful Art ! who firſt did fic 
Thy lewd loath'd Motions unto ſounds; 


And made grave Muſique like wilde wit 
Erre in looſe airs beyonq her hounds ? 


What fires hath he heap'd on his head ? 
Since to his'ſins or needs it muſt, ) 

His Art adds till (though he be dead,) 
New freſh accounts of blood and luft. 


Leave then ® yong Sorcereſs ; the Ice 
Will thoſe coy ſpirits caſt aſleep, 

Which teach thee now to pleafe * his eyes 
Who doth thy lothſqme mother keep. 


But thoy haſt pleas'd ſo well, he ſwears, 
And gratiftes thy fin with vows : 

His ſhameleſs luſt in pablick wears, 

And to thy fofe arts firongly bows. 


Skilful Inchantreſs and true bred '! 

Who oyr of eyil can bring forth good ? 
Thy mothers nets in thee were ſpted, 
She tempts to Inceſt, thou to blood. 


* Her name was Salome ;, in paſſing over a frozen river, 
the ice broke under her, and chopt off her bead. 


* Herod Antipas- 


Jeſus 


Oy Sacred Poems, 


Jeſus weeping. 


St. John chap. 11. ver. 35. 


Y dear, Almighty Lord | why doſt thou z 
why doft thou emedomnent 


And with ſuch deep, 


Repeated ſighs thy kde heart pain, 
Since the ſame ſacred breath which thus 
Doth Mourn for us, 
Can make\mans dead and fcatter'd bones 
Unite, an4 raiſe up all that dyed, at once ? 


O holy groans! Groans of the Dove ! 
O healing tears ! the tears of love ! 
Dew of the dead !' which makes duft move 
And ſpring, how is't that you ſo ſadly grieve, 
Who can relieve? | 


Should nor thy fighs refrain thy ſtore 

Of tears, and not provoke to more ? 

Since two afflitions not raign 

In one at one time, as ſome feign. 

Thoſe blaſts, which o'r our heads here fray, 
If ſhowers then fall, will ſhowers allay, 

As thoſe poor Pilgrims oft have tryed, 
Who in this windy world abide. 


Dear Lord ! thou art all grief and love, 
But which thou art moſt, none can prove. . 
Thou griev'ſt, man ſhould himſelf undo, 
And loy'ſt him, though he works thy wo, 


$ "Twas not that vaſt, almighty meaſure 
Which is requir'd to make up life, 


32 Silex Scintillans, 


(Thovgh purchaſ'd with thy hearts dear treaſure,) 


Did breed this ſtrife 
Of grief and pity in thy breſt, 


The throne where peace and power reſt : 
Bur 'twas chy love that (without leave,) 
Made thine eyes melt, and thy heart heave 3 
For though death cannot ſo undo 

Whar thou haft done, (but though man too 
Should help co ſpoil) rhov canſt reſtore 

All better far then' rwas before 3 


Yer, thou ſo full of picy arr 


(Piry which overflows thy heart !) 
Thar, though che Cure of all mans harm 
Ts nothing to thy glorious arm, 


Yet canft nor thou that free Cur 


ce do, 


But thou muſt ſorrow for him too, 


Then farewel joys! forwhileT live, 
My buſineſs here fhall be to grieve : 
A grief that ſhall ourſhine ail joys 
For micth and life, yet withour noiſe. 
A grief, whoſe filent dew ſhall breed 
Lilies and Myrrhey where the curs'd ſeed 
Did ſometimes rule. A grief ſo bright 
*Twill make the Land of darkneſs light 3 
And while too many ſadly roam, 


Shall ſend me (Swan: like) fingi 


Pfal. 73+ ver. 25. 


Whom have I in beaven but thee ? a 
eerth, that I defire beſides thee. 


ng home. 


ad there is none 96 


Providence 


— = tO 


cc 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Providence, 


acred and ſecrer hand ! 
By whole affiſting, ſwift command 
The Angel ſhewd that holy Well, 
Which freed poor Hagar from herfears; 
And turn'd co ſmiles rhe begging tears 
Of yong, diftrefied /bmael. 


How in a myftick Cloud 
(Which doth thy ſtrange ſure mercies fhroud) 
Doeſt thou convey man food and money 
Unſeen by him, till they :trive 
Juſt ar his mouth, chat thankleſs hive 


Which kills chy Bees, and ears thy honey * 


If I thy ſervant be 
(Whoſe ſervice makes ev'n captives free,) 
A fiſh ſhall all my tribure pay, 
The ſwifr-wing'd Raven ſh-Il bring me meaty 
4nd 1, like Flowers ſhall ftill go neat; 
As if 1 knew no moneth but May. 


T will not fear what man, 
With all his plots and power can; 
Bags tht wax old may plundered be, 
Bur none can ſequeſter or ler 
Aſtate that with the Sun doth ſet 
4nd comes next morning freſh as he. 


Poof birds this doFrine ſing, 
4nd herbs which on dry hills do ſpting 
Or in the howling wilderueſs 
do know thy dewy mornin nn 


34 Stlex Scimilfans, 
And watch all night for miſts or ſhowers, 
Then drink and praiſe thy bounteauſels, 


May he for ever dye 
Who truſts not thee ! but wretchegdly - 
Hunts gold and wealth,, and will nog lend 
Thy ſervice, nor his ſoul one day :: 
May his Crown, like bis hoyes, be clay, 
And what he ſaves, may his foes ſpend ! 


If all my portion here, 
The meaſure given by thee each year 
Were by my caulleſs enemies 
Uſurp'd; it neves ſhould me grieve 
Who know, how well thou cagſt rchevye, 
Whoſe hands are openas thine.cycs. 


Great King of love and trurh ! 
Who woule' ſt not hate my fromard youth, 
And wilt not leave me, when grown old 3 
Gladly will I, like Pontick ſheep, 
Unto their wormwood-dier krep | 
Since thou haſt made thy Azm my fold. —- 


: Fhe 


Or Sacred Poems, 35 


The Knot: 


Right Queen of Heaven ! Gods Virgin.Sponſe ! 
B , The glad worlds bleſſed maid ! 


Whoſe beavry __ life to thy houſe, 
And brought as ſaving ayd. 


Thou art the true Loves-lmor; by thee 
God is made our Allie, 
And mans inferior Efſence he 
With his did digaifie. 


For Coaleſcent by on Band 
We are his grown, 
Nouriſhed with favors from his tdnd 
Whom for our head: we own. 


And ſacha Knot, what arm dares looſe, 
What life,what death can ſeyer * 
Which us in him, and him in us 
United keeps for ever. 


The Ornament», » 


The lucky world ſhewd me'one day 

Her gorgeous Martand ſore 
Vhere with proud hafte the rich. 
0 buy, thep poor came to ddore. 


>» Es Serious 


A 


36 Silex Scintillans, 


Serious they ſeem'd and boughtup all 
The lateſt Modes of pride and | 
Although the firſt muſt ſurely fall, 
Fad the laſt is moſt loathſome duſt, 


But while cach gay, alluring wear 
With idle hearts and bufie looks 
They viewd, (for idleneſs hath there 
Laid up all her Archives and books.) 


Quite through their proud and pompons file 
x: xr hams in meek weeds array'd 

With native looks, which knew no guile, 
Came the ſheep-keeping Syrian Maid. 


Whom ftrait the ſhining Row all fae'd 
Forc'd by her artleſs looks and dreſs, 
While once cryed our, Weare diſgrac'd ! 
For ſhe is braveft, you confeſs. 


DEEDS toe c...cc 


St. Mary Magdalen. 


Ear, beauteous Saint! more white then day, 
When in his naked, pure array 3 
Freſher then morning-flowers which ſhew 
As thou in tears doſt, beſt in dew. 
How art thon chang'd ! how lively-fair, 
Pleafing and innocent and air, 
Not tutor'd by vhy glaſs, bur free, 
Native and pure fhmes now in thee ! 
Bur ſince thy beauty doth ſtill keep 


Bloomy andfreſh, why goſt thou weep ? 


Or Sacred Poems. 


This duſky ſtate of fighs and tears 
Durſt not look on thoſe ſmiling years, 
When Magdal-caftle was thy feat, 
Where all was ſumptuous, rare and neat. 
Why lies this Heir deſpiſed now 
Which once thy care and art did ſhow ? 
Who then _—_ the _ __ toy, 
In Sprres, angry Cris and Coy, 
Which with ſkill negligence ſeem'd ſhed 
About thy curious, wilde, yong head ? 
Why is this rich, this Piſtic Nard = 
Spilt, and the box quite broke and marr'd ? 
What pretty ſullenneſs did haft 
Thy eafie hands to do this waſte ? 
Why art thou humbled thus, and low 
As carth, Hy head doft bow ? 
Dear Sou/'thon knew ft, flowers here on carth 

At their Lords foot-ſtool have their birth 3 
Therefore thy wither'd ſelf in haſte 
Beneath his bleſt feet thou didft caft, 
Thar at the root of this green tree 
Thy great decays reſtor'd might be. 
Thy curious vanities and rares 
Odorons ointments kept with care, 
And dearly bought, (when thou didft ſee 
They could not cure, nor comfort thee, ) 
Like a wiſe, early Penicent 
Thou ſadly didft tohim preſent, 
Whoſe interceding, meek and calm 
Blood, 's the worlds all-healing Balm, 
This, this Divine Reſtorative 
——T=io 

n ops, 45 if they 
(Their Lord fo near) ſenſe to be glad. 
_ Ladies, nw the _—_— cure 

akes beauty pare; 
Learn Marys art of =_ and then 
Say, 7 bave got the day pay men. 

3 


37 
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Cheap, mighty Art ! her Art of love, 
Who loy'd much, and much more could move; 


Her Art! whoſe memory muft Jaft 
Till truth through all the world be paſt, 


Till his abus'd, deſpiſed flame k 
Retorn to Heaven, from whence it came, q 
And ſend a fire down, that ſhall bring 7 
Deſtrution on his ruddy wing. \ 

7 
Her Art! whoſe penſive, weeping eyes, D 
Were once fins looſe and tempting ſpies, F 
But now are fixed ftars, whoſe light v 
Helps ſuch dark ſtraglers to their fight. - 
Self-boaſting Pheriſce | how blinde B: 
A Judge wert thau, aud how unkinde ? Br 
It was impoſſible, that thon of 
Who wer: all falſe, ſhould'ſt true grief know z w 
Is t juſt to judge her fairhful tears Di 
By that foul cheum thy falſe eye wears ? - 
This Woman (ſay'ſt thoo) is « ſinner : - 
And fate there none fuch at thy dinner ? Afr 
Go Lezper, goz waſh till thy fieſh And 
Comes like a childes, ſpotleſs and freſh ; Ms 
He is ſtill leprous, that Rill paints : To 


Who Saint themſelves, they are no Saints. 


Of Sacred Porns, 
The Rain- bow. 


Till yong and fine ! but whar is ftill in view 


We flight as old and ſoil'd, though freſh and new. 


How bright wert thoon, when Shems admiringeye 
Thy burniſhr, flaming Arch did firſt deſcry ! | 
When Terah, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lat, 

The yourhful worlds gray ſarhers in one knot, 

Did with intentive looks watch every hour : 

For thy new light, and trembled atcach ſhower * 
When thou'doft ſhine darkneſs looks white and fairy 
Forms turn to Mufick, clouds to ſmiles ar d air : 
Rain gently ſpends his honey-drops, and pours 
Balm on the cleft earth, milk on graſs and flowers. 
Bright pledge of peace and Sun-ſnine ! the ſure rye 
Of thy Lords hand, the * objeR of his eye. 

When I behold thee, though my light be dim, 
Diſtant and low, 1 can in thine fee him, 

Who looks upon thee from his glorious throne 

And mindes the Covenant 'twixrt Alland One. 

O foul, deceitful men ! my God doth keep 

His promiſe ſtill, bur we break ours and ſleep. 
After the Fall, the firft fin was in Blood, 

And Drankenneſs quickly did ſucceed the flood 
But ſince Chriſt dyed, (as if we did devife 

To loſe him too, as well as Pearadiſe,) 

Theſe two grand fins we joyn and att together, 


Though blood & drunkeneſs make bur foul,foul weather 


Water (though both Heavens windows and the deep, 


Full forry days & r the drown'd world did weep) | 


Could not reform us, and blood (in deſpight) 
Yea Gods own blood we tread upon and flighc. 


* Gen, chap. 9. ver. 16. 
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40 Silex 8cimillans, 


So thoſe bad daughters, which God fav'd from fire, 
While Sodom yet did ſmoke, lay with their fire. 


Then peaceful, ſignal bow, but in a cloud 

Still lodged, where all thy unſcer arrows ſhrowd, 
1 will on thees, as on a Comet look, | 

- A Comet, the ſad png ears 

Thy light as luual and ſtain'd with woes 

Vle judge, where penal flames fit mixt and cloſe. 
For though ſome think,thou ſhin'ſt but co reſtrain 
Bold ſtorms, and fimply doſt actend on rain, 

Yet know well, and ſo our fins require, 

Thou doft bur Court cold rain, till Rain turns Fire. 


The Seed growing ſecretly. 
S. Mark, 4. 26. 


F this worlds friends might ſee but once 

What ſome poor m2n may often feel, 
Glory, and gold, and Crowns and Thrones 
They would ſoon quit and learn to kneel. 


My dew, my dew! my early love, 

My fouls bright food, thy abſence kills ! 
Hover not long, eternal Dove ! 

Life without foe is looſe and ſpills. 


Somthing I had, which long ago 
Did learn to fuck, and fip, and taſte, 
Bur now grown fickly, ſa and flow, 


Dorh fret aud wiangle, pike and waſte, 


Or Sacred Poems, 


O ſpred thy ſacred wings and ſhake 
One living drop ! one drop life keeps ! 
If pious griefs Heavens joys awake, 
Ofill his bottle ! thy childe weeps ! 


Slowly and ſadly doth he grow, 

And ſoon as left ſhrinks back toll; 

O feed that life, which makes him blow 
And ſpred and open to thy will ! 


For thy eternal, living wells 
None ſtain'd or wither d ſhall come near : 
A freſh, immortal green there dwells, 
And ſpotleſs white is all the wear« 


Dear, ſecrer Greenneſs | nurſt below 
Tempeſts and windes, and winter-nights, 
Vex not, that but one ſees thee grow, 
That One made all theſe leffer lights. 


If thoſe bright joys he ſingly ſheds 
On thee, were all met in one Crown, 


Both Sun and Stars would hide rheir heads $-- 
And Noons, though full,would get them down. 


Let glory be their bait, whoſe mindes 
Are all roo highfor a low Cell: 


Though Hawks can prey through ſtorms and 
The poor Beein her hive moſt wel (winds, - 


Glory, the Crouds cheap tinſel ſtill 
To what moſt takes them, is a drudge 3 
And they too oft take good for ill, 
And thriving vice for vere judge. 


What needs a Conſcience calm and bright 
Within it ſelf an ourwarl teſt? 


42 Silex Sermtllans, 
Who breaks his glaſs to take more light, 
Makes way for ſtorawisto his reſt, 


Then bleſs thy ſecret growth, aor catch 
At noiſe, but thrive unſeen and dumb ; 
Keep clean, bear fruit, earn life and watch, 
Till the white winged Reapers come * 


q 


AS time one day by me did paſs 
Through a large duſky glaſſe 
He held, I chanc'd to look 
And ſpyed his cyriops book 
Of paſt days, where ſad Heer'n did ſhed 
A mourniog light upon the dead. 


Many diſordered lives I ſaw 
And fon] records which thew 
My kindg eyes ſtill, but in 
A fair, whice page of thin 
And ev'n,ſmooth lines, hke the Suns rays, 
Thy name was writ, and a 1 thy days. 


O bright and happy Kalendar / 
Where youth ſhines like a ſtar 
Allpeart'd with tcars, and may 
Teach age, The Holy way ; 

Where through thick pangs, high agonies 

Faith into life breaks, and death dics, 


As ſome meek night-pives which day auails, 
To candle-light onveils - 
So by one beamy line 
; From thy bright lamp did ſhine 3 


F 


Sl 


Or Saored Pacues, 


In the ſame page thy humblegrave 
Set with green hopes andirave. | 


Here ſlept my chonghts dear mark ! which 
Seem'd to devour, Hke ruſt ; (duff 
But duſt (1 did obſerve) 
By hiding doth preſerve, 

As we for longand ſure recrvits, 

Candy with ſugar our choice fruits. 


O calm and ſacred hed wherelies 
In deaths dark myſteries 
A beauty far more bright 
Then the noons leſs light 

For whoſe dry duſt green branches hu 
And robes are bleach'd in the Lambs blood 


Sleep happy aſhes! (hleſſed fleep !) 
While hapleſie 1 ill weep 5 
Weep that I have ont:liv d 
My life, and unreliev'd 

Moſt (ſoul-lefſe ſhadow. ') fo live on, 

Though life be dead, and my joys gone- 


q 


. Air and yong light ! ide to holy 
Feoinatt reno 
Whom living here I did fill ſhan 
As ſollen night- ravens do rhe San, 
And lead bymy own fooliſh fire 
Wandred throngh darkneſs,dens and mice. 


How am I now in love with all 


That I term'd then meer bonds gnd theall, 


44 Silex Scintillans, 


And led by my own fookſh fire; | 
Wandred through darkne(s dens and mire. ' 
How am I now in love wichal An 
That I termi d then mere bonds and thrall, Sin 
And to thy name, which ſtill 1 keep, Fn 
Like the ſurviving turtle, weep ! 

O bitter eurs'd delights of men ! Or 
Our ſouls diſcaſes ficſt, and then An 
Our bodies 3 poyſons that Intreat wl 
With faral fweetneſs, till we eat; On 
How artfully do you deſtroy, 

Thar kill with ſmiles and ſeeming joy ? 

If all the fubtilrics of vice 


Stood bare befere unpradtic'd eyes, 
And every at ſhe doth commence 
Had writ down its ſad conſequence, 
Yet would notmen grant, their ill fate 

in thoſe falſe looks, till too late, 
O holy, happy, healthy heaven, 
Where all is pure, where all is even 
Plain, harmleſs, faithful, fair and bright, 
But what Earth breaths againſt thy light ! 
How bleft had men been, had their Sire 
Liv'd ftill in league with thy chaſte fire, 
Nor made life through her long deſcents, 
A ſlave to luſtful Elements ! . wh 
I did ence read in an old beok 
Soil'd with many a weeping look, 
That the ſeeds of foul ſorrows be if 1 
The ing! that are, to ſee. 
So that fam'd fruit which made alldye {| 
Seeni'd fair unto the womans eye. | 
If theſe ſupplanters in the ſhade 
Of Paradiſe, covld make man fade, 
How in this world ſhould they deter 
This world, their fellow- murtherer ! 
And why then grieve we to be ſent 


Home by our firſt fair puniſhment, 
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Without addition to our woes 
And lingring wounds from weaker foes? 
Since thae doth yh wy ly freedom oy 


For be that's dead, is freed from fin. 


Othat I were winged and free 
And quite undreſt juſt now with thee, 
Where freed ſouls dwel by living fountains 
On everlaſting, ſpicy mountains ! 
Alas ' my God ! take home thy ſheep ; 
This wor but laughs at thoſe that weep. 


The Stone. 
Joſh. chap. 24. vere 27. 


| have it now: 
But where to a, n none ſhal) know, 
Where I ſhall have no cauſe to fear 
An eye or cars 
What man will ſhow ? 
It nights, and ſhades, and ſecret rooms, 
Silent as tombs, 
Will nor conceal nor affent to 
My dark defigns, what ſhall I do? 
Man I can bribe, and woman will 
Conſent to any eainfol ill, . 
But theſe dumb ereatures are ſo true, 
No gold nor gifts can them ſobdae. 
ferns ears, ſaid the old ſcoth, 


buſh is ſomethings booth 3 


46+ Silex Scaatillans, 


This cautious fools miſtake, ang ſea 
Nothing but man, -when ambuſh d there. 


Bur | (Aﬀfas! 
Was ſhown one day in a tran} plafs 
That buſie commerce kept berween 
God and his Creatures, thouph unſeen, 


They Heat, fee, fpeak, 
And into -- dyooreries Break, 
As loud as b Not char -- needs 


Intelligence; w oiots fplrir feeds 

All chings with life, before whoſe eyes, 
Hell and all hearts ſtark naked lyes. 

Bur * he tharjudgerh as he hears, 

He thataccuſerhnone, ſo ſteers 

His righteous courſe,that though he knows 
All that man doth, conceals'or ſhows, 
Yer will not he by his own light 

(Though both all-ſeeing and all right,) 
Condemn men 3 bur wilt try them by 

A proceſs, which ev'n mans own eye 

Muſt needs acknowledge to be juſt. 

e ſand and duſt 

Are ſhak'd'for witnefſes, and ſtones 
Which ſome think dead, ſhall altar unce 
With one atteſting voice dere 
Thoſe ſecret fins we leaſt ſufpe#t. 
For know, wilde ni&n, tHarwhen 
Each thing turns Scribe and Keg! 
And in obedience to his Lord, 
Doth your moſt private ſlisrecotd! 
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The Low delivered to the Jews, 
Who promis'd mnch, but dir 


* Pbn chap, 5. vet. 4b. 45: 


Pere. 


Or. Sacred Porms. 


Performance, will for that ſame deed 
Againſt them by a ſtone proceed 

Whoſe ſubſtance, though 'tis hard enough, 
Will prove their hearts more tiff and tuff. 
Bur now, fmce God on himſelf rook 
What all mankinde could never brook, 

If any (for heall invites) 

His eafie yoke rejedts or flights, 

The Goſpel then (for *tis his word 

And not himſelf * fhall judge the world) 
Will by looſe Duſt that man arraign, 

As one then duſt more vile att vare, 


* St. Jobn, chap. 12. wer. 41,48. 


att a ww 
th. FO" WY 4th 


The dwelinp-place. 


S. John, chap. PF, ver. 38, 39%. ; 


V4 Hat happy, ſec#et;bountain, 
V Fair ſhade, or mountain, 
Whoſe undiſcover'd — 4: 
Boaſts it this day, thoogh nor im ſivcy, 
Was then thy dwelling? dicſomecloud 
Fix'd to a Tent, deſcend-aneſkrowd 
My diſtreſt Lord 7-or did aftap 
Becken'd by thees theughhighrand far, 

In ſparkling ſmiles bafte'gladly:down 

To lodge light, amdincreaſe'henown ? 

My dear, dear God ! 1'do' nuvknow 
What lodgd tHieethen,aor where;nor how; 
Bur I am ſure, thou doſt now cone 

Oft ro a narrew, homely room, 

Where thou roo haſt but the lewſt pare, 

My God, I mean my ſinful heert. 


F» 
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48 


The Men of War. 
S. Luke, chap. 23. ver. 11. 


F any have an ear 
Saich holy * Jobn, then let bim hear. 
He that into Captivity ; 
Leads others, ſhell a Captive be, 
Who with.the ſword deth others kill, 
4 ſword ſhall his blood likewiſe ſpill. q 
Here is the patience of the Saints, 
And the true faith, which never faints- 


Were not thy word (dear Lord!) my light, 
How would I run to endleſs night, 

And perſecuting thee and thine, 

Enadt for Saints my ſelf and mine. 

But now enlighten'd thus by thee, 

I dare not think ſuch villany 3 

Nor for a temporal ſelf-end 

Succeſsful wickedneſs commend. 

For in thit bright, inftrofting verſe 

Thy Sainrs are not the Conquerers 3 

Bur patient, meek, and overcome 

Like thee, when ſet at naught and dumb. 
Armies thou haft in Heaven, which fight, 
And follow thee all cloath'd in white, 

But here on earth (though thou haſt need) 
- Thou wouldſt no legions, but wouldft bleed, 
The ſword wherewith thou doſt command 


Is in thy mouth, nor in chy hand, 
© Revel. cap, 13. ver. 10. 


Or Saereel Prems. 


And all thy Saints do overcome 

By thy blood, and their Martyrdom. 

Bur ſeeing Soldiers long ago 

Did ſpit on thee, and ſmote thee too; 
Crown'd thee with thorns, and bow'd the 
Burt in contempr,as ftill we ſee, (knee, 
I'le marvel not at ought they do, 

Becauſe they us'd my Savior fo 3 

Since of thy Lord they had theit will, 

The ſervant thuſt not take itill, 


Dear {ſus give me patience here, 
And faith to ſee my Crown as near 

And almoft reach'd, beravſe 'ris fury 

If i hold faſt and ſlight the Lure. 

Give me humility and peace, 

Contented thoughts, innoxjous eaſe, 

A ſweer, revengeleſs, quiet minde, 

And to my greateſt hacers kinde, _ 

Give me, my God ! a heart as milde 

And plain, as when I was a childe 3 

That when thy Throne is ſet, andall 

Theſe Conquerors before it fall, | 

| may be found (preſery d by thee) * A 
Amongſt that choſen company, . 

Who by no blood (here) overcame 

But the blood of the bleſſed Lamd. 


; | | 
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/ 


The Aſs. 
St. #1att. 21, 


Hou ! who didſt place me in this buſie ſireet 
Of fleſh and blood, where two ways meet : 
The One of neſs, peace and life, 
The other of death, fin and ſtrife 3 
Where frail vifibles rule the minde, 
And preſent things finde men moſt kinde : 
Where obſcure cares the mean defeat, 
And ſplendid vice deſtroys the great 
As thou didft ſet no law for me; 
But that of perfe& liberty, 
Which neither tyres, nor doth corrode, 
Butis a Pillow, not a Load: 
So give me grace ever to reſt, 
And build on it, becauſe the beft ; 
Teach both mine eyes and feet tro move 
Within thoſe bounds ſet by thy love 3 
Grant I may ſoft and lowly be, 
And minde thoſe things I cannot fee 3 
Tye me to faith, though abore reaſon, 
Who queſtion power, they ſpeak treaſon: 
Let me thy Aſs be onely wiſe 
Tocarry, not ſearch myſteries 3 
Who carries thee, is by thee lead, 
Whoargues, follows his own head. 
To bad motions, keep me ftil! 
Amongſt the dead, where thriving ill 
withcurt his brags and conqueſts lies, 
And truth (oppreſt here) gets the prize. 
At all times, whatſoe'r I do, 
Let me not fail co queſtion, who 


Shares 
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Shares in the a#, and puts me to't ? 
And if not thou, let not me do'r. 
Above all, make me love the poor; ' 
Thoſe burthens to the rich mans door, 
Let me admire thoſe, and be kinde 
To low eſtates, and a low minde, 
If the world offers rome ought, - 
That by thy book muſt nor be ſought, 
Or thought ic ſhould be lawful, may 7 heugh 
Prove not expedient for thy way 3 : 
To ſhun thar peril, let thy grace ' 
Prevail with ine to ſhun the place, 
Let me be wiſe to.pleaſe thee ſtilly 
And let tmen call me what they will. 
When this thy milde, inſtruting hand 
Findes thy poor foal at thy eommand, 
When he from wilde is become wiſe, 
And flights that moſt which men moſt prize 
When all things here to thiſtles turn 
Picking his lips, till he doth mourn 
And hang the head, ſighing for thoſe . : 
Paſtures of life, where the Lamb goes: 
0 chen, juſt chen ! break or untye 
Theſe bonds, this ſad captivity, 
This leaden ſtate, which men miſcal 
tcing and life, bur is dead rhrall. 
'YAnd when (O God !) the Aſs is free, 
In a ſtate known to none but thee; 
O let him by his Lord be led, 
0 living ſprings, and there be fed 
Where light, joy healch and perfe& peace 
Shur our all pain and each diſcaſe 3 
here death and frailry are forgotten, | 
ind bones rejoyce, which once were broken ! 
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The hidden Treaſure. 
S, Matt. 13. 44+ 


\ V4 Hat can the man do that ſucceeds the * King ? 
Even what was done before, and no new thing. 
Who ſhews me bur one grain of fincere light ? 
Falſe ſtars and fire drakes, the deceits of nighr 
Ser forth to fool and foil thee, do not beaſt ; 
Such Coal-flames ſhew but Kitchin-rocms at moſt. 
And thoſe 1 ſaw ſcarch'd through 3 yea thoſe and all 
That theſe three thouſand years rime did let fall 
To tlinde the eyes of lookers-back, and I 
Now all is done, finde all is vanity. 
Thoſe ſecret ſearches, which affli& the wiſe, 
Paths that are hidden from the Vulturs eyes 
I faw atdiſtance, and where grows that froit 
Which others onely grope for and diſpute. 
The worlds lov'd wiſdom (for the wotlds friends think 

There is none el{c) did not the dreadful brink 
And precipice it leads to, bid me flie 
None cou!d with more advantage uſe, then I, 

Mans favorite fins, thoſe tainting appetites 
Which nature breeds, and ſome fine clay invites, 
With all their ſoft, kinde arrs and caſte firains 
Which ſtrongly operare, chovgh without pains, 
Did not a greater beaury rule mine eyes, 
None would more dote on, nor ſo ſoon entice. 
But fince theſe ſweets are ſowre, and poyfon'd hete 
Where the impure ſeeds flouriſh all rhe year, 
And private Tapers will bat help to ſtray 
Ey'n thofe, who by them would finde out the day, 


* Eccleſiaſtes, chap. 2. 12. 
ie 


Te 
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Ile ſeal my eyes up, agd to thy commands 
Submir my wilde heart, and reſtrain my hands 3 

I will do nothing, nothing know, nor {ee 

Bur what thon bidft, and ſhew ſt, and teacheſt me. 
Look what thou gav'ſt; all thar I do reſtore 

Burt for one thing, whqugh purchgs'd ogce before. 


35 


Childe-haad. 


Cannot reach itz and my ſtriving eye 
Dazles at it, as at eternity. 

Were now that Chronicle alive, 
Thoſe white defizns which children drive, 
And the thoughts of each barwmleG hovr, 
With their content too in my pow 'r, 
Quickly would I make my path even, 
And by meer playing go to Heaven. 


Why ſhogld men love 
A Wolf, more then a Lamb or Dove ? 
Or chooſe hell-fire and brimftone creams 
Before brigh: ſtars, and Gods own beams ? 
Who kiffeth thorns, will hurt his face, 
Bur flowers do both refreſh and grace, 
And ſweetly living ( fie 0n men | Ee 
Are when dead, medicinal then, 
If ſeeing much ſhould make ftaid eyes, 
And long experience ſhould make wiſe 3 
Since all that age doth teach, is ill, 
Why ſhould I nor love chil4e-hood ſtil! ? 
Why if Iſfee a rock or ſhelf, 
Shall I from thence caſt down my ſelf, 


3 
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Or by complying with the world, 
From the ſame precipice be hurl'd ? 
Thoſe obſervations are but foul 
Which make me wiſe to loſe my ſoul, 


And yet the Prafice worldlings call 
Buſineſs and weighty aQion all, 
Checking the poor childe for his play, 
But gravely caft themſelves away. 


Dear, harmleſs age ! the ſhort, ſwifr ſpan, 
Where weeping virtue parts with man 
Where love without luſt dwells, and bends 
What way we pleaſe, without ſelf-ends. 


An age of myfteries ! which he 

Muſt live twice, that would Gods face ſee ; 
Which Angels guard, and with ic play, 
Angels ! which fon! men drive away. 


How do I ſtudy now, and ſcan 

Thee, more then ere I ſtudyed man, 
And onely ſee through a long night 
Thy edges, and thy bordering light ! 
Ofor thy Center and mid day \ 

Por ſure that is the narrow way. 


=. 
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The Night. 


John 2. 3. 


Hrongh that pure Virgin-ſbrine, 
Thar facred rt drawn o'r thy glorious noon 
That men might look and live as Glo-worms ſhine, 
And face the Moon : 
Wiſe Nicodemus ſaw ſuch light 
As made him know his God by night. 


Moſt bleſt believer he ! 
Whoin that land of darkneſs and blinde eyes 
Thy long expetted healing wings could ſee, 
When thou didft riſe, 
And what can never more be done, 
Did at mid-night ſpeak with the Sun ! - 


O who will tell me, where 
He found thee at that dead and filenthour ! 
What hallow'd ſolitary ground did bear 
Sorare a flower, | 
Within whoſe ſacre-i leafs did lic 
The fulneſs of the Deity. 


No mercy-ſeat of gold, 
No dead and duſty Cherub, nor carv'd ſtone, 
But his own living works did my Lord hold 
And lodge alone 3 
Where trees and berhs did watch and peep 
And wonder, while the Jews did ſleep. 
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Dear night! this worlds defeat ; 
The ftop to boſie fools ; cares check and curb ; 
7 Thedayof Spirits; my ſouls calm retgear 
Which none diſtub! 
Chrifts * progreſs. and his prayer time 3 
The hours to which high Heaven doth chime, 


Gods filent, ſearching flight : þ 
When my Lords head is fill'd with dew, and all | 
His locks are wet with the clear drops of night; 
| His ftill, ſofr call ; 
His knocking time 3 The ſouls dumbmatch, 
When Spirits their fair Kigred catch, 


hk *%. 


Wereall my loud, evil days 
Calm and unhaunted as is thy dark Tent, 
Whoſe peace but by ſome Angels wing or yojce 
Is ſeldom rent; 
Then I in Reaven all the long year 
Would keep, and never wander here. 


Burt living where the Sun 
Doth all things wake, and where all mix and tyre 
Themſelves and others, I conſent and run 
Toev'ry myres 
And by this worlds ill-guiding light, 
Erre more then I can do by night. 


There is in God ({omeſay) 
A deep, but dazling darknef; As menhere 
Say it is late and duſky, becauſe they 
See nor all clear ; 
O for that night ! where Iinhim 
Might live inviſible and dim, 


_. dl Ig Milano .c.Xc a. aA 


* Merk, chap. 1. 35. 8, Luke, chap. 21. 37- 
Abels 
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Abels blood. 


Ad, purple well ! whoſe bubling eye 
Did firſt againſt a Murth'rer cry 3 
Whoſe ftreams ſtill vocal, ftill cc mplaia 
Of bloody Cair, 
And now at evening are as red 
As in the morning when ficſt ſh: d, 
If Gngle thou 
(Though ſingle voices are but 'ow,) 
Could'jt ſuch a ſhrill and long cry rear 
As ſpeaks ſtill in thy makers ear, 
What thunders ſhall thoſe men arraign 
Who cannot count thoſe they have flain, 
Who bath notin a ſhallow flood, 
But in a deep, wide ſea of blood ? 
A ſea, whoſe lowd waves cannot fleep, 
Bur Dep ſtill calleth upon deep : 
Whoſe urgent ſound like ynto that 
Of many waters, heateth at 
The everlaſting doors above, 
Where ſouls bebinde the altar move, 
And with one ſtrong, incefſant cry 
Inquire How long ? of the moſt high. 
Almighty Judge ! 
At whoſe juſt laws no juſt men grudge ; 
Whoſe bleſſed, ſweet commands do pour 
Comforts and joys, and hopes each hour 
On thoſe that keep them; O accept 
Of his vow'd heart, whom thou haſt kept. 
From bloody men ! and grant, Imay 
That ſworn memorial duly pay 
To thy bright arm, which was my light 
And leader through thick death and night! 


I nay 
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I may that flood, 

That proudly ſpilrand deſpis'd blood, 

Speechleſs and calm, as Infants fleep ! 

Or if ir'watch, forgive and weep 

For thofe that ſpilc it ! May no cries 

From the low earth to high Heaven riſe, 

But what (like his, whoſe blocd peace brings) 

Shall (when they riſe) ſpeak better things. 

Then Abels doth ! may bel be 

Still fingle heard, while theſe agree 

With his miIde blood in voice and will, 

Wy» pray'd for thoſe that did him kill! 


Righteouſneſs. 


< 


T- Arr, ſolitary path ! Whoſe bleſſed ſhades 

The old, white Prophers planted firſt and dreft : 
Leaving for u: (whoſe goodneſs quickly fades,) 
A ſhelter all the way, and bowers to reft. 


Who is the man that walks in thee? who loves 
Heav ns ſecret ſolitude, thoſe fair abodes 

Where turtles build, and careleſe ſparrows move 
Without to murrows evils a::d future loads ? 


whohath the upright heart, the ſingle eye, 

The clean, pure hand, which never medled pitch ? 
Who ſees Inviſi>les, and doth comply 

Witch hidden treaſures that make truly rich ? 


\He that _ ſeek and love 
The things above, 
HY Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſpirit ever poor, is meek and low 3 
- Whofimpleſtill and wiſe, 
ſtill homewards flies, 
Quick to advance, and to retreat moſt ſlow. 


Whoſe as, words and pretence 
have all one ſenſe, _ 
One aim and end z who walks net by his fight - 
Whole eyes are both pur our, 
| And goes about 
Guided by faith, not by exterior light. 


Who ſpills no blood, nor ſpreds 
Thorns in the beds 
Of the diſtreſt, haſting theic overthrow z 
Making the time they had 
Bitter and fad 
Like Chronic prayers, which ſorely kill, thoogh ſlow, 


Who knows earth nothing hath 
Worth love or wrath, 
But in hfs hope and Rock is ever glad, 
Who ſeeks and follows peace, 
when with the caſe 
And health of conſcience it is to be had. 


Who bears his croſs with joy 
And doth imploy 
His heart and tongue in prayers for his foes ; 
Who lends, not to be paid, 
And gives full aid 
Withent that bribe which Uſurers impoſe, 


———_—————  —— 


- 
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| 
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Who never looks on man 
Fearful and wan, 
But firmly truſts in God ; the great mans meaſure 
Thovgh Wigh and haughty muſt 
| Be ta'en in diff, 
But the good mans Gods peculiar treaſure, ai 
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Who doth thus, and doth nor 
Theſe good deeds blor 
With bad, or with negle&; and heaps not wrath 
By ſecret filth, nor feeds 
Some ſnake, or weeds, 
Cheating himſelf; That man walks in this path. 


Anguiſh. 
y God and King ! to thee Vi 
I bow my knee, 
IT bow my troubled ſoul, and greet M 


With my foul heart thy holy feet. 
Caſt it, or tread it! Irſhall do 


Even what thou wilt, and praiſe thee too. Ai 
My God, could I weep blood, B 
Gladly I would; 
Of thouwilr give me that Art, 
Which throughthe eyes pours out the hart, T 
I will exhauſt ic all, and make 
My ſelf all tears, a weeping lake. B 


O! 'tis an eaſe thin; 
To write and fing 3 
But to write true, unfeigned verſe 
Is very hard ! O God, diſperſe 
Theſe weights, and give my ſpirit leave 
Toa as well as to conceive ! 


O my God, hear my cry 3 
Or let me dye ——— 


Or Satred Poems, 


Tears. 


When my God, my glory bri 

() His white and holy train, _ 
Unto thoſe clear and living Springs, 
Where comes no ſtain | 


Where all is /ight, and flowers, and frait, 
And joy, and reſt, 
Make me amongſt them ('tis my ſuit!) 
The liſt one, and the leaft. 


And when th&y all are fed, and have ' 
prunk of thy living ſtream, 
Bid thy poor Afs (with tears 1 erave!) 
Drink after them. 


Thy love clainis higheſt thanks, my fin 
The loweſt pitch : 
But if he pays, who loves nnich, then 
' Thiu haft thede beggers tich, 


Gx 


Jacobs 


Sifex Scontillans;. 
Jacobs Pillow, 2nd Pillar. 


! See the Temple in thy Pillar rear d, 


And that dread glory, which thy children fear'd; 


Fn m:lde, clca:” viſions, without a frown, 

Unto thy ſolicary ſelf js ſhown. 

"Tis number makes a Schiſm : throngs are rude; 
And God vinifelf dyed by the multitude. 

This made him pur on clouds, and fire and ſmoke, 
Hence he in thunder to thy Off: ſpring ſpoke z | 
The ſmall, ſtill voice, at ſome low Cotrage knocks, 
Bur a ſtrong wind muſt break thy lofty rocks, 


The firſt true wotfhip of the worlds great King 
From private and (ele&ed hearts did ſpring, 
Bu: he moſt willing to fave all mankinde, 
Inlsrg'd thar ligkt, and to che bad was kinde. 
Hence Crtholick or Univerſal came 
A moſt f:ir notion, bur a very name- - . 
For chis 1ich Pearl, like ſome more common ſtone, 
When once made piblique is eſteem'd by none. 
Man flights his Maker, when familiar grown, 
And fects up laws, to pull his honor down. | 
This God forelaw: And when fl:in by the crowd 
(Under that ſtately and myſterious cloud 
Which his death ſcatter'd) he foretold the place, 
Ard form to'ferve him in, ſhould be true grace 
And4 rhe meek heart, not in a Mount, nor at 
Feruſalem, with blood of bealts, and fac. 
A heart is that dread place, that awful Cell, 
Tha: ſecret Ark, where the milde Dove doth dwell 
When the proud waters rage : when Heathens rule 
By Gods permiſſion, and man turns a Mule, 


T bis 
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Or Sacred Poems. 63 
This litle Goſben, in the midſt of night. 

And Sarans ſeat, in all her Coafts hath light, 

Yea Bethel ſhall have Tithes (faith [fraels ſtone) 
And vows and viſions, though her foes crye, None, 
Thus is the ſolemn remple ſunk agen 

Into a Pillar, *and conceal'd from men: 

And glory be to hrs eternal Name! 

Who1s contented, thar this holy flame 

Shall lodge in ſuch anarrow pit, till he 

Wicrh his ſtrong arm carns our captivity. 


But bleſſed Jacob, though thy ſad diſtrefs 
Was juſt the ſame with ours, and nothiog leſs; 
For thou a brother, and bloed-thirfty roo 
Didft fiye, * whoſe children wrought thy childrens wo: 
Yet thou in all thy ſolitude and grich 
On ſtones didft ſleep and found'ſt bot cold relief; 
Thou from the Day-ftar a long way didſt ſtand 
And all chat diſtance was Law and command. 
Bur we a healing Sun by day and night, 
Have our ſure Guardian, and our leading light 5 
What thou didft hope for and believe, we finde 
And feel a friend molt ready, ſure and kinde- 
Thy pillow was bur rype and ſhade at beſt; 
Bur we the ſubſtance have, and on kim reſt. 


+ Obadiah chap. 1. 11, Ames chop. 1, 11; 


64 Silex Stintilans, 


The Agreement. 


Wrote it down. But one that ſaw 
And envyed that Record, did ſince 
Such a miſt over my minde draw, 
It quite forgot that purpos'd glimpſe, 
I read it ſadly ofr, bur fiill 
Simply beliey'd, *rwas not my Quill, 


Atlength, my lifes kinde Atgel cane, 
And wich his brighc and bnſte wing 
Scatr'ring that cloud, ſhewd me the flame 
Which fttait; like Morning. ffars did ſing; 
And ſhine, and point me to a place, 
Which all the year ſees the Suns face. 


Obeamy book ! O my mid-day 
Exterminating fears and night ! 

"The mount, whoſe white Aſcendents may 
Be in conjuntion with true light ! 


My theughrs,when towards thee they move, 


Glitter and kindle with thy love. 


Thou art the oyl and the wine- houſe : 

Thine ace the preſent healing leaves, 

Blown from the tree of life to ns 

By his breath whom my dead heart heaves. 
Each page of thine hath true life in'r, 


And Gods bright minde expreſt in print. 


Moſt modern books are blots on thee, 
Their dodrine chaff and windy fits : 
Darken'd along, as their ſcribes be, 


With thoſe foul ſtorms, when they were writ ; 
While the mans zeal lays out and blends 


Onely ſelf-worſhip and ſelf-ends. 
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Or Sacred Poems. 


Thou art the faithfal, pearly rock, x 
The Hive of beamy, inving Tights, 
Ever the ſ:me, whoſe difftus'd ſtock 
Entire ſtill, wears our blackeſt nights. 
Thy lines are rays, the true Sun ſheds ; 
Thy leaves are healing wings he ſpreads: 


For until thou didſt comfort me, 

[ had nor one poor word to fay : 

Thick bufie clouds d id multiply, 

And ſaid, I was no childe of day 3 
They ſaid, my own hands did remove 
That candle given me from above. 


' O God ! I know and do confeſs 
My fins are great and ſtill prevail, 
Moſt heynous fins and numberleſs ! 
But thy Compaſſions cannot fail. 
' If thy ſure mercies can be broken, 
Then all is trace, my fees have ſpoken. 


But while time runs, and after it 
Ereroity, which never ends, x 
Quite rhcough them both, till infinite 
Thy Covenant by Chriſt extends ; 
No ſins of frailty, nor of youth 
Can foil his merits, and thy truth. 


And this I hourly finde, for thou 


Doſt ſtill renew, and purge and heal : b 


Thy care and love, which joyntly flow 

New Cordials, new Cathartzes deal. 
Bur were I once caſt off by thee _ 
I know (my God!) this would not be. 


Wherefore with tears (tears by thee ſent) - 
I beg, my faith may never _ 


"; 


And 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 


66 + $ilex Scintillans, 


And when in death my ſpeech is ſpent, 
O ler that filence then prevail ! 
O chaſe in thar cold calm my faes, 
And hear my hearts Jaſt private throws! 


$o thou, whe didſt the wark begin 
(Eor I till * drawn came not to thee) 
Wilt finiſhir, and by no fin 
Will thy free mercies hindred be. 
For which, O God, I onely can 
Bleſs thee, and blame unthankful man, 


*St, Jobn, ch4p. 6. ver. 44+ 65. 


The day of Judzementr. 


I Day of life, of light, of love! 
( The onely day dealt from abuve ! 
A day ſofreſÞ, fo bright, ſo brave 
Twill ſhew us each forgorten grave, 
And make the dead, like flowers, ariſe 
Youthful and fair to ſeenew ſkies. | 
All other days, compar 'd to thee, 
Are but lights weak minority, 
They are but veils, and Cypers drawn 
Like * Clouds, before thy glorious dawn, 
Ocome, ariſe, ſhine, donor fa 

Dearly lov'd day ! 
The fieldsare long fince white, ard 1 
With earneſt groans for freedom dy, 
| Ny fellow creatures too ſay, Ceme ! 
Ard ſtones, though es are no dumb, 


When 


Mk a 


wall of iD wil toll ta9 wt ta 90 6. 0. 


SASSY <> 0 


Or Sacred Poems, 


When ſhall we hear that glorious yoice 
Of life and joys ? 
That voice, which to cach ſecret bed 
Of my Lords dead,. 
Shall bring true day, and make duſt ſee, 
The way to immortality. 
When ſhall thoſe firſt white Pilgrims-riſe,. 
Whoſe holy, happy Hiſtories 
(Becauſe they fo long) ſome men 
Count but the blots of a vara pen? 
Dear Lord ! make hafte, 
Sin every 1ay commirs morewatllc, 
And thy old enemy; which knows 
His time is ſhort, more ragiag grows. 
Nor moan | onely{ } 
Thy Creatures bondage ant abuſe; 
Bnt what is higheſt fin and ſhame, _ 
The vile deſpight done 10 thy name ; 
The forgeries, which impiovs wit 
.And power force on Holy Wit, 
With all deteſtable deſigns . 
That may diſhonor thoſe pwe lines. 
O God ! though mercy be in thee 
The greateſt attribute we ſe, 
And the moſt needfal for our fins; 
Yer, when thy mercy nething wins 
Bur meer diſdain; letnot man ſay. 


ing one : 
Make alſchings new | 


63 Silex Scintilans, 
Pſalm 65. 


- 
Cons true, glorious God ' on thee 
a” Praiſe waits in all hamility. 
 Allficſh ſhall unto thee repair, 

To thee, O thou that heareſt prayer ! 
Burt finful words and works ſtili ſpread 
And over-run my heartand head ; 
Tranſgrefſions make me foul each day, 
O purge them, purge them all away ! 


Happy is he ! whom thou wilt chooſe 
To ſerve thee in thy bleſſed houſe ' 
Who in thy holy Temple dwells, 
And fill'd with joy, thy goodnefs tells 
King of Salvation! by ſtrange thi 
And terrible, Thy Juſtice brings 
Man to his duty. Thonalone 
Art the worlds hope, and bur thee, none. 
Sailers that flote on flowing ſeas+ 
Stand firm by thee, and have ſure peace. 
Thou -—— wn the loud _ ergy 
And mak' raging people mild. (wild 
Thy arm did firſt the mountains lay 
And girds their I this day. 
The moſt remote, know not thee, 
At thy great works aftoniſh'd be. 


The outgeings of the Even and Dawn, 
In Aztiphones og to thy Name. 
Thou vifit'ft the low earth, and then 
Water' ft it for the ſons of men, 


Thy 
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Or Sacred Prems. 


Thy upper river, which abounds 
With fertil ſtreams, makes rich all grounds, 
And by thy mercies ſtill ſopplied | 
The ſower doth his bread provide, 

Thou water'ſt every ridge of land 

And ſettleſt with thy ſecret hand 

The furrows of it; then thy warm 

And opening ſhowers (reſtrain'd from harm) 
Soften the mould, while all nnſeen 

The blade grows up alive and 

The year is with thy goodneſs crown'd, 

And all thy paths drop fatrieſs round, 

They drop upon the wiiderneſs, 

For thou doſt even the deſarrs bleſs, 

And hills fall of ſpringing pride, 

Wear freſh adernments on each fide. 

The froitful flocks fill every Dale, 

And purling Corn doth cloath the Vales 


They ſhour for joy, and joyntly fing, 


Glory to the eternal King * 


*.4 


” Silex Scintillans, 
The Throne. 


Revel. chap.:20. wer. 11- 


\ Hen with theſe eyes clos'd now by thee, 
Bur then reſtor'd, 
The great and white throne I ſhall ſee 
| | Of ry dread Lord : 
And lowly kneeling (for the moſt 
Stiff then muſt kneel) 
Shall look on him, at whoſe high eoft 
(Unſeen) ſveh joys I feel. 


Whatever arguments, or ſkill 

© Wiſe heads ſhall uſe, 
Tears onely and my bluſhes ſtill 

| will produce. 
And ſhould thoſe ſpeechleſs beggers fail, 
Which oft have won ; 

Then taught by thee, 1 will prevail, 
' © And ſay, Thywillbe done) 


Death. 


Or Sacrid Poems, 


Death. 


Hough ſince thy firſt ſad entrance by 
s Juſt Abels blood, 
* Tis now fix thouſand years well nigh, 
And ſtill thy ſoy rainty holds good ; 


Yet by none art thou underſtood. 


We talk and name thee with much eaſe 
As a tryed thing, 


And every onecan light his leafe 
As if it ended ina Spring, 


Which ſhades & bowers doth rent- free bring. 


To thy dark land theſe heedleſs go : 
But there was One, 
Who ſearch'd it quite through to and fro, 


And then returning, like the Sun, 
Diſcover'd ail, that there is done. 


And fince his death, we throughly ſee 
All thy dark way 
Thy ſhades but thin and narrow be, 
' Which his firſt looks will quickly fray : 
Miſts makc but triumphs for the day. 


As harmleſs violets, which give 


Their virtues here . 
For ſalves and ſyrups, while they live. 


Do after calmly diſappear, 


And neither grieve, repine, nor fear : 


So dye his ſervants; and as ſure 


Shall they revive. 


| Then let not duſt your eyes obſcure, 


G 4 


\ 


a 
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”y Silex Scintillans, 


Burt lift them up, where ſtill alive, 
Though fled from you, their ſpirits hiye, 


The Feaſt. , 
» 


Come away, 
Make nodelay, 


Come while my heart is clean & fteddy ! 


While Faith and Grace 


Adorn the place, 
Making duſt and aſhes ready. 


No bliſs here lent 
Is permanent, 

Such triumphs poor fleſh cannot merit z 
Short ſips and fights » \' 
Endear delights, 

Who ſeeks for more, he would inherit. 


Come then true bread, 
Quickning the dead, 
Whoſe eater ſhall not, cannovdye, 
Come, antedate 
On me that ſtate | 
Which brings poor duſt the viRtory. 


I victory 
Which ſrom thine eye 
Breaks as the day doth from the eaſt, 
When the ſpilt dew, 
Like tears doth ſhew 
- The ſad world wept to berelcaſ}, 


Spring 


wm NG 


m{ yy 


Os Sacred Poems, 


young up, Obine, h f 
_—" F = meflage from his heart, 
Whodid, fron 54 


Theſe means ordain 0 
For me to have in him a part. 


Such a ſore 
In his bleſt hearr, 

The well, where living waters ſpring, 
That with it fed 


Poor duſt though dead 
Shall riſe :9xin, and live and fing. - _ 


Odrink and bread 


Which ſtrikes death dead, tA. 


The food of mans immortal being! ! 
Under veyls here 
Thou art my chear, 

Preſent and ſare without my _ 


How doſt thou fiye 
And ſearch and pry 
Through all my parts, and like a quick 
And —_— 
Hunt out 
wW hoſe ſhadow makes me ſad or fick? 


O what high joys 
The Turtles voice 
And ſongs 1 hear ! oondads; 
Of my Lords blood 
You make rocks bud 
And crowndry hils with wells & flowers! 


For this true caſe 
——_—— 
 bentte of living glory, 


$144 


"k Stlex Stoutillans; 
My ſoul and all, 


Kneel down and fall 
And fioghis fd vitorions ſtory. 


Qthorny crown 
More ſoft then down ! 
O "hckey Croſs, my bed of reſt ! 


O ſpear, the 
openi wa 
wh by thy wet = my "me bet ! 


Oh! all thy priefs.., 
Are my reli 
Andall my ſins, wk ſorrows were ! 
AUTING _ I, 
To Srep Y3 BS 7 
What (O Codi) but a filent tear ? 


Some toil and ſow, 
That wealth may flow, 
And dreſs this earth for next yearsfmeat: 


Bur let me heed, 
Why thou dif 'dleed; 
And what in the next world to eat. 


R&vel, chap. 19. ver. 9. 


Bleſſed are they, which are called unto the tharriage 
Supper of the Lamb! 


The 


v1 


Or Saered Preys. 


The Objequies. 


v 


Cine dying for me, thou didft crave no more 
Then eomitivn py, 
Some few true tears, ad thoſe ſhed for 
My owl 111 way 5 
With a wn; -/ plaiti cemetnbrance ſtill 
ſad death, 


thy ſad 
Becauſe forgerfulnefs wonkd hill 
Even lifes own brezth : 
I were moſt foollſh zt1d titthitide 
bri rtry own ſetiſe, 
_ Pe Should | not eve? betr [0 thine 
not tiny m love, 
Therefore, hoſe | loofe hes ad kiſts, which hete 
cl good chef, | 
I will PP. 


| ict and tryed 
For mouening fack-c 


wear, all avtrified 
Nor but that motors 2004 car hav ve 
Rick weeds ahd 
For fome wore What or mitt gave, 
bor hon, wh Ryhr, Mines oft clouds : 
Bor who hd manswhole life carn, 
inriec, mndwoe me ſtill, 
— we one 1 want fidill, 
'timhe to learn. 
Beſides, thoſe Kerchiefs ſometimes ſhed 
To make mc'brave, : 
I canner flade,. bur-where thy hoad 
Was ence laid fos mein thy grave- 
Li Keene | ſhal more 


Therm homes wo theis Hive, 


maegiring worlds falſe lore 
dead ms may ak = Dd Caf al. 


96 Sex Scimtill ans, 


The Water-fall. 


wW Ith what up murmurs throogh times ſilent 
ſteal 
Doth thy tranſparent, cool and watry wealth 
Here flowing fall, | 
; And chide, and call, 
As if his liquid, looſe Retinue ftaid 
Lingring, and were of this ſteep place afraid, 
The common paſs | 
Where, clear as glaſs, » 
All muft deſcend 
Ge awertoiuly 
But quuc y this deep an (2 
Riſe to a longer courſe more bright ſs. 


Have fate, and pleas'd my penfive eye, 
Why, fince each of rhy qui k love 
Runs thither, =—__ fowl before. 
Should poor ſouls fear a ſhade or night, 
Who came (fur: ) from a fea of light 2? 
Or ſince drops are all ſent back 
Soſure to thee, that none doth lack, 
Why ſhonld frail fleſh doubt any more 
That what God takes, hee'l not reſtore ? 


Dear ſtream ' dear bank, where often I ] 
1 
T 


O uſeful Elementand clear ! 

My facred waſh and cleanſer here, 

My firſt con unto thoſe 

Fountains of life, where the Lamb goes ? 
What ſublime troths,and wholeſome themes, 
Lodge in thy myſtical, deep ftreams ! _— 


Oy WR Par ms, 


Such as dull man _ 
Unleſs that Spiric 1 


Which firſt upon 


And katch'd all with his — 


As this lond brooks i 


Whey clogs prefuguradl, = 


Are ng more ſeen, juſt ſo paſs men, 


por -—_—— 
x Lapin 
_— 


e finde 
is mwinde, 
face did move, 


berry, Aill late ! 
| my ſoul ſeeks, 


Not this with Catarats and Creeks. 


= 


Quicknefs. 


Alſe life ' a foil and no more, when 
Wilt thou be gone? 


Thou foul deception of all men 


That woald not have the true ceme on. 


Thou art a Moow-like toil 3 ablinde = 
pofing ftate 3 
| OW EMEad Front ay» 6 


A meer tempeftooss debate. 
Life is a fix'd, ny light, 
No chance, or fit : bat ever 


Self. 


Joy; 


And calm and full, -yer doth not cloy. 
"Tis ſuch a bliſsful chi 


3 thar ſtill 
Doth vivifie, 


Wt Silex Sorntillans, 
And ſhine and {gile, ayd hah the (kill 
To pleaſe withous Eternity - 


Thou arc roptfom Moſe, or lefs 


A moving wilt. 
But life is, what none can expreſs, 


A quickneſs, which my God hath hiſt 
—_—d 


The Wreath. 


Ince I in ftormsus'd moſt to be 
And ſeldom yielded flowers, 
How ſhall | get a wreath for thee 
From thoſe rude, barrea hours ? 


The ſofter dreſfings of the Spring, 
Or Sur-mers later ſtore 

Iwill nor f temples bring, 
Which Thorns, not Roſes wore: 


But a twin'd wreath of grief aud praiſe, 
Praiſe ſoil'd with ters, and tears again | 
Shining with joy, like dewy days, 
This day I bring for all a pain, 
Ly pain ! andſad as death 3 

ich ſadneſs breeds in the moſt vain, 
(O not invain!) now rg breath 5 
eſt clouds to that , 
Where cloudleſs Quires fing oh td pls 


Sing thy juſe praiſe, ——— —— 


QZ><_ > < , MM 
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Or Sacred Poems, 


| The Queer. 


Tell me whence that joy doth ſpri 
CN, 
Which wears _—_ i ring, 
deſpair 


2 
And tramples on d and 


Whoſe Eaſtern traffique deals in bright _ 
And boundleſs Empyrean themes, -© 
Mountains of ſpice, Day-ftars and light, 
Green trees of life, and living ? 


Tell me, O tell who did thee bring 
And here, without my know plac'd, 
_ Till thoudidſt grow and geta wing, 

A wing with eyes, and eyes that tifte 2? 


Sure, bolyneſs the Mapper ts, 

And Love the Lure, that wogs thee down 5 
Which makes the high tranſcendent bliſs 
Of knowing thee, fo rarely known. 


Sex Scintillans, 


The Book. 


Ternal God !' maker of all- 

That have liv'd here, fince themans fall ; 
The Rock of ages * in whoſe ſhade 
They live unſeen, when here they fade. 


Thou knew'ſt this patyr, when it was 

Meer ſeed, and afrer that but graſs; 

Before 'twas dreft or ſpun, and when 

Made linen, who did wear it then: 

What were their lifes,their thoughts & deeds 
Whither good corn, or fruitleſs weeds. 


Thou knew'ft this Tree,when a green ſhade 
Cover'd it, fince a Cover made, 
And where it flourifh'd, grew and ſpread. 
As if it never ſhould be dead, | 


Thou knew'ft this hatmlefs beaft, when he 
ee OI AT ole) 
On green thing 3 c(well fe 
Cloath'd with this akin 
A Covering ore this aged book, 

Which = me wiſely weep and look 
On my own duſt x nieer duſt ic is, 
Bnt not ſo dry and clean as this. 


- Thou knew'ſt and faw'fſt them all.and though 


Now ſcatter d thus, doft know them ſo. 


O knowing, glorious ſpirit! when 
Thou ſhalt reſtore trees, beaſts and men, 


which now lics ſpred 


When 


When thou ſhale make ll new 2gains 
ing onely death and pain, 
ive him amongſt thy works s place,  - 


ho in them lov 'd and ſought thy face | 


—. 


A eh. bee 1 Malls : a6 i 4 4 


To the Holy Bible. 


V . 


NA Book! lifes guide ! how ſhall we Is 
F Book es ee es of ef datet © 
| e this laft kiſs, and ket me 

True thariks to thee, before 1 Uicep, 


Thou wert the firſt put in my hand, 
When yet I coul-: not underftand, 
and daily didft my yong eyes lead 
_— till 1 learnt torcad. - _. 
nc as rd 2 ry 

WFlye from their Nurſes to the throng, _ 
Where they new Conſorrs chooſe, & ſte 
o thoſe, till either hurr or fick + 
$o with that firſt light gain'd from thee 
Ran Lin chaſe of vamry, | 
Cyed arofs for gold, and never thonghe 
ly firft cheap Book had all | ſought, _ 

reign'd this vogue 3 and thoucaft by 
= | _ dumb look: por m—__ 

oft lefr open would'ſt convey 'e, 
A ſudden and moſt ſearching ray "ed 
laro my ſoul, with whoſe quick touch 
Refining ftill, 1 ſtrugled mach. - | 
By this milde art of love at length... _. 
Thou oyercam'ſt my flaful frengehs | o iy 


$54 '* gilexSehwvillan;” 2. © 
And having bronght we heive; didſt there :: 

Shew » e that pearl 3 fought elſewhere. 

Gladneſs, and -peace,, and hope, and love, 

The ſecret favors of the Doye;, _ | 

Her quickning kindneſs, ſmiles and kiffes, 

Exalted picaſurcs, crowning bliſſes, 

Frojticn, union, glory, We - 

Thou didft lead to, and ſtill all firife, 

Living, thou wert my ſouls ſure caſe, 

And dying mk'\t me gon peace: 

Thy next Effe#s no rongve can tell 3 

Farewel O book of God ! furewel ! 


$ Luke ch4);2, Ver. F 4 4h 
Glory be ts God in.the Sight; andon” -, 
Earth peace, good will owardo1 e 


@ -- «6a 


' F,4v 
©& 37 85 I JL GO PAR 


L'Eny OY* . 


| Fa "i 


Oo The new worlds new, quickning Sun! 

 F Ever theſame, and never done! 

The ſeers of whoſe ſacred light © / 

- Shall all be dreft in ſhining white, 

And made conformable ro his 

Immortal ſhape, who wroughr their bliſs, 
DDS 0 7. 

And like old cloaths fold up thefe ſkies, 

This long worn veyf{: (then fhineabil fpread *- -) * 

Thy own bright ſelf. over cach Head; © 0 

An1 chrough thy creatures pierce and pats* * ' 

Till all becomes thy cloudlefs glaſs, © _ 

Tranſparent as the pureſt day 

And without blemiſh or decay, 
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Fixt by thy {piri 24 probe qr 
For eve | 2} 19444 i 238 hb *% 
A ſtare fie fur FR SELLS ir 
Immediate, per ume { y'orl bra 
A ſtate agrocing with hy mipds,., | TEIF-RIT 
A tare thy y birth, and dea be | 


A Rare for whichiby ox al -.. 

Travel and groan, apd ook and call..  . 

O ſeei ng chou halt paid our ſcore, VS. oF 

why ſhould the curſe reign any more ? | 

Bur ſince thy nomber is as yet 

U-finiſh'd, ,we ſhall g}adly fix , 

Till all beready, that the train 

May fully te+hy glociousfeign.. , - 475 

Onely, let nor our haters _ :.- 

Thy ſeamleſs coat is grown a rag, 

Or that thy truth was nor i 

Deconle wet we got d thy judgements down. , 

Dry up thy ſpouſe, 

And — the Hors of thy houſe 

To deck tink own 3 then give chy'faines 

Tharfaithfal zeal, + hich-Seicher ſaints 

Nor wildly boros, bac meekly ſtil 

Dares own the truth, aud ſhew the ilL 

Fruſtrate thoſe cancerous, cloſe arts 

Which cauſe ſolution in all parrs, 

And ſtrike chemd : cer words 

Wound thy beloved, mor ſwords. 

Dear Lord, do this.! and then let grace 

Deſcend, and hallow all the place. 

Incline each hard hearc to do good, 

And cement us with thy ſons blood, 

Thar like true ſheep, alin one fold : 

We may be fed, and one minde hold, 

Give watchful ſpigirs to our guides ! 

For fin (like water) holy glides 

By-each mans door and quickly will 

[wn in, if nor obftruſted _" 
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Theiefore write in their hearts thy law, 
Ad ler cheſe long. ſtarp judgements aw 
The's very thoughts, that by their clear * 
And holy lives. mercy may here | 
Sit regent yer, aud bleffings flow 
As falt. as perſecutions how. * 
So ſhall we know if war and 

* Thy tervice ro be our fo'e caſe, 
Wirh pref r re ſoul adoring thees 
Who turu'd our fad captvity ! 


S. Clemens aud Bafi] : 
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